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WARN dru m, trumpet and w ind instru- 
ments Detore ringing' no. 


( Three Witches discovered .) 

jL C ‘ IST Witch. When shall we three meet again 

In thunder, lightning, or in rain ? 

_C » 2D Witch. When the hurly-burly’s done, 

When the battle’s 1 lost and won. 

^LCj, 3D Witch. That will be ere set of sun. 


ist Witch. Where the place ? 

2D Witch. Upon the heath. 

3D Witch. There to meet with — 
ist Witch. , Whom? 

2D Witch. Macbeth. 



THUNDER, 

ist Witch. I come, Graymalkin. 

2D Witch. Paddock calls. 
ist Witch. Anon. 


1 The war in which Macbeth was engaged. 
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MACBETH 


All Fair is foul, and foul is fair 5 
Hover'through the fog and filthy air. 






LIGHXN ING. 

Witches, smm » Uy 7 ^ c 


CHANGE set* 



FLOURISH and drums, L* i E* 







Enter, l. J e., /^^Ghamdeula * w * mls > bow 


on IfinTCiT^r , King Duncan, Malcolm, Donalbai n, 
Lenox. Rosse, and Attendants, l,, meetingJmir Soi,- 
dtf. rs bearing litter with & wou?id ed Officer, r. i e. . 
Hold and ful l of tidings till he faints* 


King (c.). What bloody man is that? He can report, 
As J seemeth by his plight, of the revolt 
The newest state. 


Mal. This is the serje 

Who, like a good and hearty soldier, fought 
'Gainst my captivity. ^Hail, brave friend ! 

Say to the King the knowledge of the broil, 

As thou didst leave it. 

Off. Doubtfully it stood ; 

As two spent swimmers, that do cling together, 
And choke their art. The merciless Macdonwald 
From the western isles 
Of Kernes and Gallowglasses is supplied 
And Fortune, on his damned quarrel smiling, 
Showed like a rebel's whore But alPs too weak: 
For brave Macbeth (well he 'deserves that name), 
Disdaining fortune, with his brandished steel, 
Which smoked with bloody execution, 

Like valour's minion, 

Carved out his passage, till he faced the slave ; 
And ne'er shook hands, nor bade farewell to him, 



Till he unseamed him from the nave to the chaps, 

And fixed his head upoirpur battlements. M U<XJ 




uu. 
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King. Oh, valiant cousin ! worthy gentleman ! 

/ . Off . Mark, King of Scotland, mark : 

No sooner justice had, with valour armed, 

Compelled these skipping Kernes to trust their heels, 
But the Norweyan lord, surveying vantage, 

With furbished arms, and new supplies of men, 




j King. Dismayed not this ~~V ' 

Our captains, Macbeth and Banquo ? 

Off. Yes ; , 

As sparrows, eagles ; or the hare, the lion.^j f 
But I am faint, my gashes cry for help. 

King. So well thy words become thee, as thy wounds. 
They smack of honour both : — Go. get him surgeons. 


— — , —v — 7 


mmsamj. I'luui x'lic, gictu xving, 

Where the Norweyan banners flout the sky, 


And fan our people cold. 

Norway himself, with terrible numbers, 

Assisted by that most disloyal traitor, 

The Thane of G^vdor7»<g an a dismal conflict. 
Till that Bellona^s bridegroom, lapped in proof, 1 
Confronted him with self-comparisons, 

Point against point rebellious, arm ’gainst arm, 
Curbing his lavish spirit : and, to conclude, 

The victory fell on us. — 




Jit E xeunt 


Who con 




. God save the King ! ( Kneels . 



REA DY change. 


1 Inclosed in armour of proof. 
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MA CBETH 




/ That n °w 

' — ~ Sweno, the Norways’ kiner, craves comoositio 



Nor would we deign him burial of his men, 

Till he disbursed, at St. Colmes’ Inch, 

Ten thousand dollars for our general use. 

/t King. No more that Thane of Cawdor shall deceive 
^Our bosom interest; — Go, pronounce his present death, 
And with his former titles greet Macbeth. . „ ^ 




King. What he hath lost, noble Macbeth hath won. 


lT*Jb 


FLOURISH of trump ets and 
drums tilf all off* 


_ . 

^CHANGE set. 


Scene III . — A Heath.—. 




JDER and LIGHTNING. 
half down. 


Enter the three Witches, meeting . 

. £ t ist Witch. Where hast thou been, sister? 

* 2D Witch. Killing swine. 



..3 d Witch. Sister, where thou ? 
ist Witch. A sailor’s wife had chestnuts in her lap, 

And mounched, and mounched, and mounched : — “ Give me, 
quoth I. 

Aroint thee , 1 witch ! ” the rump-fed ronyon 2 cries. 


ft 


R EADY drum 
MarcJLJi Rj 


Macbej 


E'S'rS . mES”' ““ t “ °’ lhe Tig " ! 

And like a rat without a tail * r \ * r m 

do, I’ll do, I’ll do. 

1 Begone. 



2 Fat, bulky man. 


Jj_ ) tCKci- , 


L YkUtL, tc% <%c> 

~~t^ 


exvei<, CU^> 



CV* ^ ' 'Ov. 


Qj>*j 2^ (fuj a* 

— , -s r 00O-C-@-lc--S» 

(Vv< *&. ■£-G-cg. — 

^ C jo_e^ 




2D Witch, 
ist Witch. 


MACBETH 

I'll give thee a wind. 
Thou art kind. 










3D Witch. And I another. 
ist Witch. I myself have all the other ! 

And the very ports they blow, 

All the quarters that they know 
I' the shipman’s card. 1 

I will drain him dry as hay : CcQ£ v r , 

Sleep shall, neither night nor day, s u ^ CajL>() 

Hang upon his pent-house lid ; Q f 

He shall live a man forbid : 

Weary seven nights, nine times nine, 

Shall he dwindle, peak, and pine : 

Though his bark cannot be lost, 

Yet it shall be tempest-tosj;. — T r „ 

Look what I have. AL* L e 
2D Witch. Show me, show me. 
ist Witch. Here I have a pilot’s thumb, 

Wrecked as homeward he did come. 

JDRU M^giar^^gep^^ time of march £ 
rr^T 1 ; A drum > a drum .i 4^sJ^O^u%jul^ 

MABCHf 11 PiaTrio t o die a wil y % 

All. The weird sisters, hand in hand, gsJ s &D, 

Posters of the sea and land, ‘ • — — ' * 

Thus do go about, about. 

Cfe •hands and+tuxai. ) 

2D Witch. Thrice to thine, — 

3D Witch. And thrice to^ine,^ATp c r — 

ist Witch. And thrice again, — 

All. To make up nine. ' 

ist Witch. Peace : — the charm’s wound up. 

p ^ 1 Sea-chart. 
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V R *Jfo 


JSnter MACBETH r Banouo. and part of the army , l. u. e. 

uT e.. passes L. ^ e., when his line is sflolten . 

jy* 1 i!? 16 # ■ 4 ii $ half l • . — u . jfcy enters a nd <&ees~ 

WrrrTTFH i*nfp 

^ iAGD »«i - €r QH»tna»d they make .-a,. halt' npnruthe heat h. 

Prompter- 1 ( " g^rt/w * ) i Halty ■■■ halty halt » 
r Macb. So foul and fair a day I have not seen. 

* f Ban. How far is’t called to Forres 't ^{Observing the 
Witches. ) What are these, 

So withered, and so wild in their attire, 

That look not like the inhabitants o’ the earth, 

And yet are on’t? — Live you ? or are you aught 
That man may question ? ( Witches put finger on lii>.\ You 
seem to understand me, 

By each at once her choppy finger laying 
Upon her skinny lips. You should be women, 

And yet your beards forbid me to interpret 


READY thunder * 



. « „ flourish* 

That you are so. ^ 

Macb. SpeakflTye . — * v 11£ *l ^ yuil r 

y * IST Witch. All hail, Macbeth ! hail to thee, Thane of 
Glamis ! 

5 J 2D W^ TCH * All hail, Macbeth ! hail to thee, Thane of 
Cawdor ! 

3D Witch. Macbeth ! that shalt be king hereafter. 

Macbeth starts ^ confused .) 

Th l“' sir ’ w ^y do you start, and seem to fear 

of truth ° S0Und so fair ^ if ^ w rrrrir~ ) I’ the name 

(Witc hes turn from him. 

Are ye fantastical, or that, indeed, 

Which outwardly ye show ? My noble nartner 
You greet with present grace, and great predktion 





/r. v / — ^bjusiA^i r! C, 

/ t^idiL fou-au> l\ 2 J /^ JU«**.- 3, Jr',/) 

2. a<£>, X^T^* t tX 

CL\n«^ czi^- _ 


f£ 


c< 


( < 












h_ (LSuruJzL 0 *. /deeJL-, / 1 1 v - 

Q/\rt£S^) 

ic^Jlc- cd> -C^zc-eiL yt^Zi, , ftlxc. 

(7j/Vt^c^iy ^ / L ^-e&JZ4_~ 




MACBETH 

Of noble having, and of royal hope, 

That he seems wrapt withal : to me you speak not • 
If you can look into the seeds of time, 

And say which grain will grow, and which will not 
Speak, then, to me, who neither beg, nor fear 
Your favours nor your hate. 

(Witches turn s lowly and hail himC) 

ist Witch. Hail ! 

Hail! 

Hail ! 


II 


2D Witch. 
3D Witch, 
ist Witch. 
2D Witch. 
3D Witch. 





*< 


T «• •*< 

Lesser than Macbeth, though greater. i /Z/i cT * - 
Not so happy, yet much happier. 

Thou shalt get kings, though tl^u be none. 


All. So, all hail, Macbeth and Banquo ! 
Banquo and Macbeth, all hail ! ( Going.'hA 
Macb. ( crossing toward Witches} ^ .Stay" 
speakers, — tell me more; A ‘ a 1 



By Sinel’s death, I know, I am ThaneofGkmis; 
But how of Cawdor ? the Thane of Cawdor lives, 
A prosperous gentleman ; and, to be king, 

Stands not within the prospect of belief, 

No more than to be Cawdor. Say, from whence 
You owe this strange intelligence? or why 
Upon this blasted heath you stop our wa 


you imperfect 




THUNDER and LIGHTNING. 

Speak. I charge yon. / < " 

Ban. Ihe earth hath bubbles, as the water has, ^ 

And these are of them : — Whither are they vanished 

Macb. Into the air ; and what seemed corporal, TneltecLp , 
As breath into the wind. — ’Would they had staid ! 

Ban. Were such things here, as we do speak about ? * * 

Or have we eaten of the insane root, 

That takes the reason prisoner ? 

Macb. Your children shall be kings. 

Ban. You shall be king. 

Macb. And Thane of Cawdor, too ; went it not so ? 

Ban. To the self-same tune and words. 

FLOURISH, 
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MACBETH 


Who’s here ? 
En ter 






and 


JTU^ezAOQj , JL . 
jsSNefe, r. i e . 


fcji/ltC ifo e D. The King hath happily received, Macbeth, 

"7 The news of thy success : and, when he reads 
Thy personal venture in the rebels* fight, 

His wonders and his praises do contend, 

Which should be thine, or his : Silenced with that, 

In viewing o’er the rest o’ the self-same day, 

He finds thee in the stout Norweyan ranks, 

Nothing afeard of what thyself didst make, q , 

Strange images of death. As thick asj4tte, Vv CCcQ , 

Came post with post : and every one did bear 
Thy praises in his kingdom’s great defence, 

• ^And P oured them down before him. 

We are sent 

To give thee, from our royaimaste 
Only to herald thee into his sight, 

. Not pay thee. 

Jy dty 1 DifkrOD. And, for an earnest of a greater honour, 

He bade me, from him, call thee Thane of Cawdor : A 
In which addition, hail, most worthy Thane ! 

For it is thine. 

Ba n . (cgfide'). What ! can the devil speak true? ( OUiAjl 

acb. The Thane of Cawdor lives : why do you dressme 
In borrowed robes ? 

Macd. Who was the Thane, lives yet : 

w^ U £ d t er ? eavy j ud S men t bears that life, 

W hich he deserves to lose • 

For treasons capital, confessed, and proved, 

Haveoverthrown him. 


thanks ; 



Ba nquq retire up -statre. Macbeth crosses 
Macb. Glamis, and Thane of Cawdor i 

( To bInquo? fo ^ y° ur P ains — 

dren shall be kings D ° yOU n0t hope your chl ' 

"“iidi’iss r t hi f Th * ne ° r c “ a » •» 



C& v\jy^s& 

3 Hr 't& C° . i^ucc^) 


MACBETH 
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Besides the Thane of Cawdor. But ’tis strange : 

And oftentimes, to win us to our harm, 

The instruments of darkness tell us truths ; 

Win us with honest trifles, to betray us 

In deepest consequences.^Oousin, a word, I pray you. 

0 ft, fit, /hcCj 


Us 


Macb. (in front jCff Two truths ar<Mo^ 

As happy prologues to the swelling act 

Of the imperial theme.4-1 thank you, gentlemen.-^ ctcJltfu 

This supernatural soliciting —* * 

Cannot be ill ; cannot be good If ill, 

Why hath it given me earnest of success, 

Commencing in a truth ? — I am Thane of Cawdor ! 

If good, why do I yield to that suggestion 
Whose horrid image doth unfix my hair, 

And make my seated heart knock at my ribs, 

Against the use of nature ? Present fears 
Are less than horrible imaginings ; 

My thought, whose murder yet is but fantastical, 

Shakes so my single state of man, that function 
Is smothered in surmise ; and nothing is, 

But what is not. 

READY flourish. 

Ban , ( to MifrQDUFF Look, how our partner’s 


rapt. 




Macb. If chance will have me king, why, chance may 
crown me, 

READY chan ge* 

Without my stir. 

lL^lJBan. New honours come upon him 




Like our strange garments, cleave not to their mould, 
r /-'But with the aid of use. 

Macb. Come what, come may, 

Time and the hour runs through the roughest day. 

„ diSBsss^i Ban. Worthy Macbeth, we stay upon your leisure. 

* Ct Macb. Give me your favour: — my dull brain was wrought 

With things forgotten J3 Kind gentlemen, your pains 
Are registered where every day I turn 
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MACBETH 

The leaf to read them. — Let us towaid the King. 

[side to_ Banottq.'I Think upon what hath chanced ; andTar^— 

more time, ... , 

The interim having weighed it, let us speak 

Our free hearts each to other. \ 

Ban. Very gladly. . / 

Macb. Till then, enoughJ^Come, friends. 

MAR6H - H11 all - ^L 

lig hts* 

- FLOURISH " uf Utrmpcts -a nd 
drumo till aH - o nr 



icene IV, 


Forres . ^OUcol 


bq r Kingl Dunc an, Donalbain. Malcolm. 

tWO OlIAMefiRLA l M S, L. 2 E. 



M 


C • King. Is execution done on Cawdor ? Are not 
Those in commission yet returned ? 

Mal. My liege, 

They are not yet come back ; 

But I have spoke 

With one that saw him die : who did report, 

That very frankly he confessed his treasons ; 

Implored your highness’ pardon, and set forth 

READY flourish* 

A deep repentance : nothing in his life 
Became him, like the leaving it. He died 
As one that had been studied in his death, 

To throw away the dearest thing he owed, 

As twere a careless trifle. 

King. There’s no art 
To find the mind’s construction in the face : 

He was a gentleman on whom I built 
An absolute trust.— ~ 

Enter_ MACDUFF, Macrfth rffl'Zd - a 

&UWidar /9. 



mm.’*" 


i J 1 ’* ^ ^ 


















J, _/_?£ tykouLfc; 

ThCjab. l&JL* u$ ^<^‘9 


^ i 


rv^/ ^ r — — — — 

S. hcKt^i £- 


v/* 


6t6c- 


^cocaP • — ^ c ' x ^- ~ * - 

6 ? JUccR toQ^oe- \OL-C4 - &z£t>L*i ‘l^LC , (&Uasj 


lid 


. , % 


s, 










aU 








* 



CljCj^o 
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)h, worthiest cousin, 

The sin of my ingratitude even now 
Was heavy on me : Thou art do fui before 
c Th a t -s wiftes t- wing of recompense is sl ow 
Ta- ev o rtako thee. Would thou hadst less deserved. 

That the proportion, both of thanks and payment, 

Might have been mine ! only I’ve left to say 
More is thy due than more than all can pay 
,Macb. The service and the loyalty I owe 
'In doing it, pays itself. Your highness’ part 
Is to receive our duties : arwt our duties 
Arp . to - your - throne and otnto, children ' , and servant s- 
W h*rh dn hiit.-mW th»y ^,, 1 ^ p.. r[n j r i . io n i Lli iiiL 
Safe tow a r d your - lev e -ond - hon o ur . 0 ® 

Kino. Welcome hither : 

I have begun to plant thee, and will labour 
To make thee full of growing.^Noble Banquo, 

That hast no less deserved, nor must be known 
No less to have done so : let me enfold thee, 

A " d Th“ . 
The harvest is your own. 

Tr \ READY change* 

King: My plenteous joys, ^[J 1 « ■ — S*"* 

f f jy Q 

m drops of sorrow. ^Sons, kinsmen, thanesT^^ ^ n / IT 
And you, whose places are tEe~nearest, know, 

We will establish our estate upon 

Our eldest, Malcolm j^whom we name hereafter 


The Prince of Cumberland : fer// A mj ) which honour mui 
Not, unaccompanied, invest him only, 

But signs of nobleness, like stars, shall shine 
On all deservers.^From hence to Inverness, 

And bind us further to you. 

The rest is labour, which is not used for you: 
1 11 be myself the harbinger, and make joyful 
The hearing of my wife with your approach : 

So humbly take my leave. y 

King. My worthy Cawdor ! w 
Macb. ( aside, ajid cr os sin?. Als\. 
land !— That is a step, 


The Prince of Cumber- 



On which I must fall down, or else o’erleap, 

For in my way it lies. Stars, hide your fires ! 

Let not light see my black and deep desires i 
The eye, wink at the hand ! yet let that be, 

Which the eye fears, when it is done, to see. 

Exit,«&. I e. C eJl H 

y 

Exeunt , i e. Order of exit : ist, two Officers w ith 
s}an3ard.±_^d ^ two Chamb erlainsT King ^TBanquo t 
Malcol m and Ponalbain* Maodwtj fcniiox a^Rosse, 
two Officers, JCi ljmIe. “ 


« Lady M. (with a written letter ). “ They met me in the day 

of success ; and I have learned by the perfectest report they 
have more in them than mortal knowledge . When I burned in 

desire to question them farther , they made themselves — air , into 
which they vanished. Whiles I stood rapt in the wonder of it , 
came missives from the King, who all-hailed me ‘ Thane of 
Cawdor ,' by which title , before , these weird sisters saluted me, 
and referred me to the coming on of time, with, 1 Hail, king 
that shalt be !' This have I thought good to deliver thee, my 
dearest partner of greatness, that thou mightest not lose the 
dues of rejoicing by being ignorant of what greatness is prom- 
ised thee. Lay it to thy heart, and farewell.” £ % 

Glamis thou art, and Cawdor ; and shalt be — * 

What thou art promised jSf * Yet do I fear thy nature: 

It is too full o’ the milk of human kindness, 

To catch the nearest way. Thou would’st be great 
Art not without ambition : but without 





Iq MjCT OLg-c0 « FLOURISH of tru mpets and 



w 


Scene V. — Macbeth’s Castle at Inverness, t « 


Enter Lady Macbeth, juoje., reading a letter. 



I 

\ r 



^ dSLjcdL Qastkj 

2. 4-f.^C yur^Zt ^~tcJ^SU_ 


\ 




\ 


: 





MACBETH 


The illness should attend it. Wha t-t hou would 1 si high ly 
That would’ot - thou liol i ly j w o iUd’ot not play fak e, 

And -j fpt wniild^st ' iwtnfrly m i a : thou’dst have, great Glamis, 
That which cries, “ Thus thou must do, if thou have it • 

And that, which rather thou dost fear to do, 

Than wishest should be undone.” Hie thee hither, 

That I may pour my spirits in thine ear ; 

And chastise with the valour of my tongue 
All that impedes thee from the golden round, 

Which fate and metaphysical aid doth seem 
To have thee crowned withal. 


w JL S^ cap off. Manner- full of hast*. 


Sey. So please you, it is true : our Thane is coming. 
One of my fellows had the speed of him ; 

Who, almost dead for breath, had scarcely more 
Than would make up his message. 

T.ATW M rii va liim foMrlitAfv 


The raven himself is hoarse, 

That croaks the fatal entrance of Duncan 

Under my battlements. Come, all you spirits C? 

d hat tend on mortal thoughts, unsex me here 

And fill me, from the crown to the toe, top-full 
Of direst cruelty ! make thick my blood ; 

Stop up th' access and passage to remorse ; 

That no compunctious visitings of nature 
Shake my fell purpose, nor keep pace between 
f he effect, and it ! Come to my woman's breasts, 

Aim take my milk for gall, you murdering ministers, 
Wherever in your sightless substances 



Sey. The King comes here to-night 


* nigiiu 

v • Lady M. Thou’rt mad to say it ! 

* Is not thy master with him ? who, were’t so, 


J ’ M.A A ill 4 If ff Vl 

Would have informed for preparation. 




Exit Seytqn, ^ i e . 


jg MACBETH j /o 

p- - r To <b . 

You wait on nature* s mischief ! I Come, thick nighty 
And pall thee in the dunnest smoke of hell ! 

That my keen knife see not the wound it makes, 

Nor Heaven peep through the blanket of the dark, 
To cry, “ Hold, hold ! ” — 


/, Enter Macbeth, 


READY change* 


Great Glamis ! worthy Cawdor ! 

Greater than both, by the all-hail hereafter ! 

Thy letters have transported me beyond **■ 

This ignorant present, and I feel now 

The future in the instant. a jj ^ P r 

Macb. My dearest love, 4 

Duncan comes here to-night. 

^£ # Lady M. And when goes hence ? 

Macb. To-morrow — as he purposes . /t» 

Lady M. Oh, never tp rs . *=> t 

Shall sun that morrow seeT yi^Le^ CoLs> t<* Tr> ** + 

Your face, my Thane, is as a book", where men ~ ~ 

May read strange matters. To beguile the time, 

Look like the time ; bear welcome in your eye, 

Your hand, your tongue ; look like the innocent flower, 

But be the serpent under it. He that's coming 
Must be provided for : and you shall put 
This night’s great business into my dispatch ; 

Which shall to all our days and nights to come 
Give solely sovereign sway and masterdom. /cc^c. 



Exit sfowty .) 

Macb. _We_will speak further. ^ rfu}) Csl 

Lady M. Only look up clear; ” 

0 alter favour ever is to fear : ^ 

eave all the rest to me. , 

(JudkixZi ****** y-Rt* 

CHANGE set. 

NOURISH oftram oets and 
cirums, till all on. 


/ 


i ht cue^h,— 




Ltsd/ZASy - i- c 

0. (IfcjL, ux^ix^ (Xsypus, Q_^ JU J 






r 
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Scene VI . — Th e Gates of I nverness Castle, t < 

tide. Enter frii e., 


Four _ Oeeiceks who s t and wfl R. « a?id characters all 
ranging «yf»R”. ) 

Enter King Dun can, JBanqih l Malcolm, Donali 
DU j [F, Lenox, Rqsse, and A ttendants , , 

mmmwmmm, 11 1 1 «■ mmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmtmmJL t 

1 King. This castle hath a pleasant seat , the air 
Nimbly and sweetly recommends itself 
Unto our gentle senses. 

» Ban. This guest of summer, 

The temple-haunting martlet, 1 does approve, 

By his loved mansionry, that the Heaven’s breath 
Smells wooingly here ; nojutty, frieze, 

Buttress, or coigne 2 of vantage, but this bird 
Hath made his pendent bed and procreant cradle 
Where they most breed and haunt,— I have observed 
The air is delicate. 

. BAND nhv- b t nc-p-tp^. bfhfnd git c: 


Enter Lady M acbeth, Seyton, 

hqs tle gates. C* . 


~n 




'AL 


R ' ) ** *-Mi «s 

b mt ' ing i >« - InwW Macpbtii. — -^rr-yhrdy jo-m 

m,Ki, NG - See, see ! our honoured hostess ! kti 

, 1 „ h ® lo ve that follows us sometimes is our trouble”* 

Which still we thank as love. Herein £ teach you 

y° u , shall , bld Heaven yieldlus for your pains,. 

And thank us for yaur troubl ^ 

Lady ur serv^ 

{!! ever y point twice daneTanothen done double. 

Were poor and single business to contend 
Against those honours deep and broad, wherewith 


W majesty loads our house. For those 0 

w „* e ate f >g nitles heaped up to them, 
We rest your hermits. 

1 A kind of swallow. 


READY chan 



2 Coigne (Fr.), a corner. 
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King. Where's the Thane of Cawdor? 

We coursed him at the heels, and had a purpose 
To be his purveyor ; but he rides well ; 

And his great love, sharp as his spur, hath holp him - 
To his home before us. Fair and noble hostess, 

We are your guest to-night. Q r> 

Lady M. Your servants ever LV Tjf „ 

Have theirs, themselves, and what is theirs7"in compt, 1 
To make their audit at your highness’ pleasure, 

Still to return your own. n 0> 

King. Give me your hand ; CTcxjb*. J t 

Conduct me to mine host ; we love hTnThlghl^ ~ * 


And shall continue our graces towards him. 

By your leave, hostess. 

Exeunt, c. , t hrough the Castle Gates . St sc ladies two '-cmd 

.Macbet h leadi ng Duncan : / gy zr-G iiAMBB R- 
* jrA1N& i Malcolm, Donalba in, Macduee. a . nd _ Banq uq. 

cind Ros?k I Qffice rs two and two. tSamwNts 

j Vl j ly ^ 

«P 0 P-MARGIL 
CHANGE set. 





WJL ' Room tfT^siie 


feSB. e ACBL 1 11 a vrtrsm wmmtnm: Room in Leslie 

J ff & 0ime ' ~An~ v^?rhig in r. i ^ -Mach&d-by GotJu*~e. 
mmjc mntmuvit:'4fSix -vermin ts with covered dishes of 

^Music ? cea S ^ V€r ^ ass f rom C to R.,/ h a c - k -o f — ope n i ng. 

Enter Macbeth, 

■ AT.L" mutct - bchind . 

CoulT? 0 "' S 6 ’ th£n ’ tWCre Well ‘ 

with ?i c u h 

Might be the be-all, and the eiTd all her^ 1 


1 Account. 


2 Intercept. 


3 Extinction. 







L 4 tbryiri. c Cl 

~ 4 -fe i? 4^6 jf3a 
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But here, upon this bank and shoal of time, 

We’d jump the life to come.— But, in these cases, 
We still have judgment here, that we but teach 
Bloody instructions, which, being taught, return 
To plague the inventor. This even-handed justice 
Commends the ingredients of our poisoned chalice 
To our own lips. — He’s here in double trust : 

First, as I am his kinsman and his subject, 

Strong both against the deed ; then, as his’ host, 
Who should against his murderer shut the door’ 




Not bear the knife myself.— Besides, this Duncan 
Hath borne his faculties so meek, hath been 
So clear in his great office, that his virtues 
Will plead like angels, trumpet-tongued, against 
The deep damnation of his taking-off: 

I have no spur 

To prick the sides of my intent, but only 
Vaulting ambition, which o’erleaps itself, 

And falls on the ot her, j — How now ! what news ? 

Inte r Lad y Macbeth, 




Lady M. He has almost supped : why have you left the 
chamber ? 

Macb. Hath he asked for me ? 
y* Lady M. Know you not, he has ? 

.Macb. We will proceed no further in this business: 

He hath honoured me of late; and I have bought 
Holden opinions from all sorts of people, 

Which should be worn nmv in their neyvest gloss, 

Not cast aside so soon.^La.^ />, ^ ‘ 

„ Lady M. Was the Tfip^unlc” , , 

Wherein you dressed yourself? hath it slept since, 
nd wakes it now, to look so green and pale 
At what it did so freely? From this time/ 
ouch I account thy love.— Art thou afeared 
to be the same in thine own act and valour, 

m- wif rt in desire ? w ould’st thou have that 
which thou esteem’st the ornament of life, 

And live a coward in thine own esteem,— 

etting I dare not, wait upon I would, 

1 e t e poor cat i’ th’ adage? V '" r j T \ 
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Macb. 'Pr'ythee, peace : 

I dare do all that may become a man — 

Who dares do more, is none. 

Lady M. What beast was it, then, 

That made you break this enterprise to me ? 

When you durst do it, then you were a man ; 

And, to be more than what you were, you would 
Be so much more the man. Nor time, nor place, 

Did then adhere, and yet you would make bot h : j f 
They have made themselves, and that their fitness now 
Does unmake you. I have given suck, and know 
How tender 'tis to love the babe that milks me : 

I would, while it was smiling in my face, 

Have plucked my nipple from his boneless gums, 

And dashed the brains out, had I so sworn 

As you have done to this ! ( Cross return to c. ) 

Macb. If we should fail — 

WARN curtain 

^Lady M. We fail ! — "Cssssr 

But screw your courage to the sticking place, 

And we’ll not fail.ij.When Duncan is asleep, 

(Whereto the rather shall his day's hard journey 
Soundly invite him), his two chamberlains 
Will I with wine and wassail so convince, 

That memory, the warder of the brain, 

Shall be a fume, and the receipt of reason 
A limbeck 1 only : when in swinish sleep 
Their drenched natures lie, as in a death, 

What cannot you and I perform upon 
The unguarded Duncan ? what not put upon 
His spungy officers, who shall bear the guilt 
Of our great quell ? 2 

' Macb. Bring forth men-children only ! 

For thy undaunted mettle should compose 
Nothing but males.^Will it not be received, 

When we have marked with blood those sleepy two 
Of his own chamber, and used their very daggers, 

That they have done't ? 

Lady M. Who dares receive it other, 

As we shall make our griefs and clamour roar 
Upon his death? 

1 From Alembic, a still. 


2 Murder. 


/ , / rUJLXL, . *■; O-cfc*" ;_,<s , 

X. ~^r T& 9l<_£x_cJ^~ — Q^-eJA. hru/&L\^ 

(2- l dL&-c£-At — 

I^L '» i-2cC 
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Macb. I am settled ; and bend up 
Each corporal agent to this terrible feat. — 
Away, and mock the time with fairest show 
False face must hide what the false heart do 




Exeunt, (2 , 



CURTAIN 


23 


know. 



curtain. 


ACT II 


9^e»~£ j£. UGHTS^do^^ 

' fv&ttl KtN G’S ’nfow 1 , Rr - yJE., IOT SERVANT Wi t h twdl b&W - 

tkc . n jfawi/j* - at ' bmk » c. 



TfBAiir 



Fle. The moon is down ; I have noHieard the clock. 
Ban. And she goes down at twelve. 

Fle. I take’t, ’tis later, sir. 


READY clock to strike two* 

Ban. There’s husbandry in Heaven — 

Their candles are all out. — 

A heavy summons lies like lead upon me, 

And yet I would not sleep. Merciful powers, 

Restrain in me the cursed thoughts, that natpre 
Gives way to in repose ! 





claymore. 

Who’s there ? 

RE ADY r Li r di gcBin . g ■ ^oww yt ablc, brushy 
CQtafe y^asiia . of watci * > towcl/suatpyghiafc if 
,-x, K g ktftd i. l caadley ■■ n J Hor Ma e fecfrh * 

— -LlI-Macb. A friend. «.< 
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Ban. What, sir, not yet at rest ? The King’s abed : 
He hath been in unusual pleasure, and 
Sent forth great largesse 1 to your offices : 

This diamond he greets your wife withal, 

By the name of most kind hostess ; and shut up 
In measureless content. 

Macb. Being unprepared, 

Our will became the servant to defect ; , 

Which else should free have wrought. b ATS* * 
Ban. All’s well. — 

fr CfcftWt 'rifrf r vni to ir. ) 


I dreamed last night of the three weird sisters 
To you they have shewed some truth. 



• -t* ■ 


, Macb. I think not of them : 

*et, when we can entreat an hour to serve, 

Would spend it in some words upon that business, 

If you would grant the time. 

Ban. At your kind’st leisure. 

Macb. If you shall cleave to my consent, when ’tis, 
It shall make honour for you. 

Ban. So I lose none, 

In seeking to augment it, but still keep 
My bosom franchised, and allegiance clea^, 


I shall be counselled. 


READY thunder and lightnmi 


Macb. Good repose, the while ! 


, . , yvu. : 

Exeunt Fleance, Banquo an d igt SER^ affT. L t e 

Macb. Go, bid thy mistress, when my drink is ready, 
She strike upon the bell. — Get thee to bed. 


Jc 


Exi t S eyto n, L. a E. 



; Is this a dagger which I see before me, 

The handle toward my hand ? Come, let me clutch thee 
1 have thee not : and yet I see thee still ! ^ 

Art thou not, fatal vision, sensible 


1 Largesse (French), gift, Resent. 



QrJUs 

db 1 


♦ 



MACBETH 


Asts, 

is coin 



25 

To feeling, as to sight ? or art thou b ut ^ 

A dagger of the mind, (a false creation p 

Proceeding from the heat- oppressed brain ? uvc% * 

I see thee yet, in form as palpable 
As this which now I draw. 

Thou marshall'st me the way that lw 
And such an instrument I was to use. 

Mine eyes are made the fools o’ the other senses 

Or else worth all the rest. — I see thee still ! < 

And on thy blade, and dudgeon, gouts of bloody 
Which was not so before. — There’s no such thing ! 

It is the bloody bus iness, whi ch info rms [ t£ kt - 

Thus to mine eyes. ^No wo 1 eF the one half world; - 
Nature seems dead, and wicked dreams abuse 
The curtained sleep ; now witchcraft celebrates 
Pale Hecate’s offerings ; and withered murder, 

Alarumed by his sentinel, the wolf, r- 

Whose howl's his watch, |hus with his stealthy pace 

Toward his design — 4-"k 

Moves like a ghost.-l-Thou sure andlirm-set earth, 

Hear not my steps, which way they walk, for fear 
Thy very stones prate of my whereabout, 

And take the present horror from the time 
Which now suits with it. 

CLOCK strikes two, 

I go, and it is done ; the bell invites me™' 1 ' 1 


^ ' / * 

Hear it not, Duncan ! for it is a knell , 

That summons thee to Heaven, or to hell !*+ *1 1 


Exit, R. D. 

mmi * '»»»■■■ » f ■ - 

THUNDER and LIGHTNING. Heavy flash 
j^Ujtsjyiacbeth epo g fl^ do j 

Enter LadyMacbeti 



Lady M. That which hath made them drunk, hath made 
me bold ; 

SLOW thund er* 

^Vhat hath quenched them, hath given me fire : 

SHORT and loud thunder* 


fU Ijp 
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Hark — Peace ! 

It was the owl that shrieked, the fatal bellman, 
Which gives the stern’st good-night. 


( -He is about it ; 



.SHORT thttnAo* 


The doofs^afe open, and the surfeited grooms 
Do mock their charge with snores A I have drugged their 
possets, SE> 

That death and nature do contend about them, 

Whether they live or die. 


THUNDER* 

f M ac b. ( within ) . Who's there ? — what, ho ! Sjfr 
Lady BL Alack ! I am afraid they have awaked, 

And ’tis not done ! — the attempt, and not the deed, 

Confounds usAjpHark ! — I la id their daggers ready — 

He could not miss themd^Had he not resembled 
My father, as he slept, I had done’t JgMy husband ! 7, 


Macb. I have done the deed: — Did'st thou not hear a 


Lady M. I heard the owl scream, and the crickets cry. 

Did not you speak ? 

Macb. When ? 

Lady M. Now. 

Macb. As I descended ? 



noise ? 



n 


^ ■Syy K *K- ftj - / * 

^) - *•— 

cjL ^ * 







rr 




£ > 


Sdr- 





^ — floOL&fy~, C^) cQ&& 2 -^ /f>. 9 Wt ^ , 

r^C^C^L \iJ<Lc*^ y &CzS>tsH / / # — pSu-jdL* . 






. -y. -**- ^ ' ' ~ ^ C .sbS C' ,-* L . 

c C^C (& -*~*.<+. «C«tc • ' 

^ r Tlx^ ^ £ fyOcA^U 2 > i<-o 

"jit TEImA^,- 


Qkcujr. "T^ Aa ^' ^1 


'jbzjz 


yu^o 



,,,^^, i^A^n ~ ^ ■ t " 7 -"^ r " 

fcjSUZLSl - 0^3^ \ Ut-/ 

£• 7X4^ 

(p -f" /TlCc 
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That they did wake each other • t 

ssjs ** — ,h ' m • 

Lady M. There are two lodged together 

°” e CrM ' “ °* "»d Amen," th e 

When they did say, God bless us. V> ’ 



f. Lady M. Consider it not so deeply 

-- Macs. But wherefore could not I pronounce amen ? 

I had most need of blessing, and amen 
Stuck in my throat. v 

Lady M. These deeds must not be thought 
After these ways : so, it will make us mad. P 

m M £ C J£ j Meth ° U , ght \ hear f a . voice cry, Sleep no more ! LfSigfp.p 
Macbeth does murder sleepy the innocent sleep / 

Sleep that knits up the ravelled sleave of care y 
The death of each day's life , sore labour's bath , 

Balm of hurt minds , great nature's secon&coursc , 

Chief nourisher in life's feast . 

Lady M. What do you mean? 

TV/f A 1 



Macb. Still it cried, Sleep no more 7 to all the house : 
brlamis hath murdered sleep ; and therefore Cawdor 
Shall sleep no more, Macbeth shall sleep no more ! Q < 

l ady M. Who was it that thus cried? Why, worthy 
1 hane, J 

You do unbend your noble strength, to think 

So brain-sickly of things ; go, get some water 

And wash this filthy witness from your hand. — 

Why did you bring these daggers from the plac 

! hptr miiet K,rv *-1, — 



h L* M ACb « I’ll go no more : ( Crosses to lA 

X 4 -^ 4.1. *„1 1 . -r 1 V -"- " S '■ ' 


them ^ and smear v f 

7*4-4 C&0u^ £ i ( 


am afraid to think what I have done j 

Look on’t again, I dare not ! / Ty r\ gt n 

^ Lady M. Infirm of purpose ! ' m f~ *tt J p 

Give me the daggers^TThe sleepn^anTthFdHai — — - 

Are but as pictures : ^tfs the eye of childhood 
that fears a painted devil.£lf he do bleed, 
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PAU SE, count ten, then KNOCK. 

~ a^cfcagg^av^ jr, ~ 


4,* Macb. Whence is that knocking P 

How is’t with me, when every noise appals me? 

What hands are here? Ha ! they pluck out mine eyes ! 
Will all great Neptune’s ocean wash this blood 
Clean from my hand ? No ; this my hand wiU rather 


The multitudinous seas incarnardin 
, Makin^th 


Making the green — one red 


irnardine, 



~ Reenter Lady Mac beth t e. 


LL Lady M. My hands are of your colour ; but I shame 
^ To wear a heart so white. — 


I hear a knocking 
At the south entryJfcretire we to our chamber : 
A little water dearths of this deed : 

How easy is it, then ? Your constancy 
Hath left you unattended. — 




ockingJ , 


Hark ! more knocking : ,]4-^<.cX 

%CL*J aJb 

READY alarm bell 


uc wcuuncrs 

So poorly in your thoughts. 


Macb. T^o know my deed — ’twere best not know myself. ^ 
a e Duncan with thy knocking ! Ay,,, would thou could’st ! J7 

Exeunt ■ 

KNOCKING agai n. 

(Ua¥^c wra ! H . /^//f Maodetj iy i l uji , • &.) 

(jiitzs • - with 



softer ' n &n ®&kin * m 

°JL.kiys. ~ 


Enter 




got* is 



fO \<5^ \Q t |-£ iU 1^3 


h Yk OUJ-, y 







a^d CLz* 

O^o^&p — £^& juU£ GL^, t$ 



,— a^L^) id t 

g<& hm&A, 



-. (XjUi^Q^o 



,^oLjd£^ suJz^ T, 



*Lj< c " — 

J * lyJlStJL-v Oc Owx£ec-J. 



(H+xSL&^c) / 'i'jlf ^ 0l*-Ct4x* 
£'> f X'-fCc&. ~ ^ ' n ' ^ 


rfc' 




CcO^oe. 



'Ew^. ^ikjU/ (T^d. Z^*.' 


7 


^ -4J n ^ . w 

WL * +'-<J7E>c<: ^ 

— md<£E> qju 2 . -\^^> i tf2L<^ 
v? <&<$* C&&) 
j^euiXjLx 

''~&^-<-<?i<s - L<~cc^z T \tJ' 

^hd± 




flJjtL, 






" 0 t 





9kot-C.^» ]/jrcx^f //h~ && '14U4L, , z^u2s ~VTu. 

to de-%1 1 &t$ ^ ^ - 

^ ' _ r~- *. — 0 c^, f /-H^e < >t«_£^jG. ~£^ 

^ rfey 

[y 



<JLn 

(L. 6 i/>U^ 9 r — 


9- , Qha-cJt-t ^tcU<Jb 

C^svvoct) 2 >- tcuyvc^ 



i 


I 


i 


^ J 


1 


e v^f<JLO 
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of mte. Enter Lenox, down r. : MAnnnF F| r f 

ir r M ) y 

Macd. Was it so late, friend, ere you went to bed, 

That you do lie so late ? 

Sey. 'Faith, sir, we were carousing till the second cock. 

Macd. Is thy master stirring ? 

Qur knocking has awaked him ; here he comes. 

Enter. Macbeth. (Ldyux^f d nyyitt* -f(? t 

Len. Good morrow, noble sir ! 

^^Macb. Good morrow, botl^ ! 

Exit 

t Macd. Is the King stirring, worthy Thane ? 

Macb. Not yet. 

Macd. He did command me to call timely on him. 

I have almost slipped the hour. , 

Macb. I’ll bring you to him. *4- f f\ 

Macd. I know this is a joyful trouble to you ; 

But yet ’tis one. « +—T) 

Macb. The labour we delight in, physics pain. / It l\ k 
This is the door. 

w ■ the ■ dwr —k mfing tv " t//T”Kini u ' Lr Mthamk&r , 





Macd. I’ll make so bold to call, 

For 'tis my limited service. - a 

Exit, R. k E. hi 

»en. Goes the King hence to-day? / ^ 

Iacb. He does — he did appoint s o.*4- A* * j 
__JLen. The night has been unruly : where we lay, 
Our chimneys were blown down ; and, as they say, 
Lamentings heard i' the air ; strange screams of death 
And prophesying, with accents terrible, 

Of dire combustion, and confused events, 

New-hatched to the woeful time. The obscure bird 
Clamoured the livelong night ; some say, the earth 
Was feverish, and did shake. £1 * 

Macb. 'Twas a rough night. 

Len. My young remembrance cannot parallel 
A fellow to it. 
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-Rccnfcw* 


-Macduff, t-yf - 7 ?. -JM- 

.Y> /?• _ M acd. O horror! horror^ h orror ! Tongue, nor heart, 

'rf 'JCannbt conceive, nor name tnee ! 


Macb. | what’s the matter ? 

Len. j 

Macd. Confusion now hath made his masterpiece ! 
Most sacrilegious murder hath broke ope 
The lord’s anointed temple, and stole thence 
The life o’ the building. 

Macb. What is’t you say ? the life ? 

Len. Mean you his majesty? 

Macd. Approach the chamber, and destroy your sight 
With a new Gorgon : — Do not bid me speak ; 

See, and then speak yourselves. — 

Exeunt Macbeth and Lenox 

— — — " ■ — — 

Awake ! awakq ! — (LJlcszs* O 







un u g - * thir 5~' Sfi€€ch MAC ■ DUFF ^^ ^ fW < > y ^ Mlr , various do&rs.- — Serv - 
ants ^ '"mid * Office r.0 appear * in the- galUry- a bove Ser v- 

ant s ,mti k- 4flrchet y Offigebs with sw m «ds. — Ban 
R essE r \ l. c » — Maod uff- s 

s - haulder . — c, gaAe—ofipHs y ’ soldier - s-wi t h '' sftea v o ' ente r l&d~ 
•b y Se ¥ TOn. " -n Fitt tr fr stage , c.) 



Ring the alarum bell !— Murder ! and treason ! ^ ( 

Banquo, and Donalbain ! Malcolm ! awake ! r f) 

Shake off this downy sleep, death’s counterfeit ; — * 

And look on death itself ! — up, up, and see 
The great doom’s image !•— Malcolm ! Banquo ! 

As from your graves rise up, and walk like sprites 
lo countenance this horror !— - 0 , 

r n z ~ mmm BELL rings out* 

—— Banquo th* l. / e. 

Oh, Banquo, Banquo, 

Our royal master’s murdered ! vjT 
All. Murdered ! *"*■'> 

iAUamazed_ and horror-sJjMauJu ae intenth nn ,a,h Wea ker A 
Rggnter Macbeth and Lenox, r. 




/ / / (S'**- •'- Q^^fS 


I 






5 


— lc 3 f\ 


CZ.^U, s-*jes-^JL>Ls) ^<A^Ji~yu^ LL ng $L- Lo^t O^ 

* »-* < j^^ <- tyccJici • 7?^ 6-4 lq f^jpJTQ < <r 


^ y; - ; «-- "■ tty- ^ _ 


/Vu <tv>/\ 4 Sfe- e-tU^L, - £<1*1% dLcrJi/u. . — 

t^rc, CoO "&£l 1 f* w^-.. , _ 




/I r£*$-^ «iu 






'-*- ^-cTU^? 


t-r A 

Ce._ 
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r 







>7Ui 





Se> 




■f- 




^ c 





Oea^lSZ^t 


. (j^JU^LuT 

“1/ I /■' A 



- <fc. 




u$.< 




<fl<A 0U 

<&£ ‘ ^ 

'•to. 


r 



^c)">K^ 

, t6^eCQ> <>*c<^t> ^ 

'Ql^^/is(JZ<4x.a.&jt^ y<SU\ 



^> 3 ^ 0 , £&* UtvtiA . (!X(A'tfiicVj faJtSl ‘Wl« 


w 




hJL&Ju ts. e« 

ill f &•* §j^ShbvUiJ> 1 : 


-o^ * — 


i&atr iA/v 


! 
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>ut died an hour before this chance, 


MACBETH 


I had lived a blessed time ; for, from this instant, 

There's nothing serious in mortality : 

All is but toys ; renown and grace are dead ; 

The wine of life is drawn, and the mere lees 

Is left this vault to brag of. 1 

Enter Malcolm and Donalbain, from door , r. 

Mal. (r.). What is amiss ? • 

Macb. You are, and do not know' it? 

The spring, the head, the fountain of your blood 
Is stopped ; the very source of it is stopped. 

Macd. Your royal father's murdered ! 

Mal. Oh, by whom ? 


Ehiftiuit Malcolm — * #//!!/ Donalbain, n, a e» — BanquO ' gazes * 

-and wit hihind fo urc. 


Len. Those of his chamber, as it seemea, nau uune i ; 
Their hands and faces were all badged with blood, 

So were their daggers, which, unwiped, we found 
Upon their pillows; they stared, and were distracted; 

No man’s life was to be trusted with them. 

Macb. Oh, yet I do repent me of my fury, 

m m m m « « • « • « • 


Macb. Who can be wise, amazed, temperate, and furious, 


Loyal, and neutral in a moment ? No man : 

The expedition of my violent love 

Outran the pauser, reason. — Here lay Duncan, 

His silver skin laced with his golden blood ; 

And his gashed stabs looked like a breach in nature, 
For ruin's wasteful entrance : there the murderers, 
Steeped in the colours of their trade, their daggers 
Unmannerly breached with gore : Who could refrain, 
That had a heart to love, and in that hea/t 


READ Y change* 




. Wherefore did you so ? 



and lightn a» gr 



READY lights* 


Courage, to make his love known ? ^ 


MACBETH 



I • Ban. Fears and scruples shake us ; 

"in t he great hand of Heaven I stand ; and, thence, 
Against the undivulged pretence I fight 

. Of treasonous malice. a \ „ 

Macs. And so do I. (fhrVxfi**) ~ 

~T All. So all. 

C i Macd. Let's briefly put on manly readiness 
°And meet i' the hall together. 

Macb. And question this most bloody piece of work 
To know it further. A ^ n 

All. Well contented. 






ir ro#m&-j--others-offi- c. 


CHAN GE set. 


n 4 r ' JVi\ad <m of a - Msf ih. 


LIGHTS half down. 

THUNDER and u6hTNING at 
change of scei 

Enter the three Witches and a chdrus of Witches, l. 


ist Witch. Speak, sister, speak^is the deed done? 
2D Witch. Long ago, long agjrf: 

Above twelve glasses since have^run. 

3D Witch. - 111 deeds are spfdom slow, 

Nor single ; following on former wait ; 

The worst of creatures fastest propagate. 

Chor. Many more murders must this one ensue, 
Dread horrors still abound, 

And every pbfce surround, 

As if in depth were found 
Propagation too. 
ist Witciv' He must — 

2 DWiTcpf He shall — 

Amf w iU spill much more blood, 

And bee6me worse, to make his title good. 

it ch. Now let's dance. 

Witch. Agreed. 


IS’’ 





XJLojl. 


fa d. Sbhouuru Q'ty 2 *^ 








;■ 
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G ii oai" We -- 3 hould rcjoteMd i m i good kinu u bl u i d 
ist Witch. When cattle die, about we go • / 

When lightning and dread thunder * / 

Rend stubborn rocks in sunder, / 

And fill the world with wonder, / 

/WARN curtain* 

What should we do ? / 

Chor. Rejoice, we should rejoice. / 

2D Witch. When winds and waves are warring, 
Earthquakes the mountains tearing, f 
And monarchs die despairing, / 

What should we do ? / 

Chor. Rejoice, we should rejoice. 

3D Witch. Let’s have a danofe upon the heath, 

We gain more life~by Duncan ’syaeath. 

ist Witch. Sometimes lik/brinded cats we show, 

Having no music but our mew, 

To which we dance in som^ld mill, 

Upon the hopper, stone, oi/wheel, 

To some old saw, or bardish rhyme, — 

Chor. Where still tj/e mill clack does keep time. 

2D Witch. Sometirhes about a hollow tree. 

Around, around, around dance we ; 

Thither the chirpine/cricket comes, 

And beetles singings drowsy hums ; 

Sometimes we daufce o’er ferns or furze, 

To howls of wolires, or barks of curs ; 

And when witl^ione of these we meet — 

Chop ., ,, , Wrfdftnce - to th e e ehe e c^f - ou fr feet .- 

I SYMPHONY* 

/ THUNDER heavy. 

/ (All kneel . ) 

3D Witch. At the night raven's dismal voice, 

Wheja others tremble we rejoice. 

j (All rise.') 


THUNDER. 
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T o t h cediucs fiui n <* llill. 


RING Ctfrta.tti. down on picture* 


lZzLj 


ffg m Sa N : 


ACT III 
Scene I. — The 


at Forres . 


Enter Banquo 


WARN drum and trumpe t 
READY flourish* 


Ban. Thou hast it now : King, Cawdor, Glamis, all, 4-/P.C 

As the weird women promised ; and I fear, 

Thou playedst most foully for’t; yet it was said, 

It should not stand in thy posterity ; /ct 

But that myself should be the root and father 
Of many kings ; if there come truth from them, 

(As upon thee, Macbeth, their speeches shine,) 

Why, by the verities on thee made good, 

May they not be my oracles as v#ll, y 
And set me up in hope f 7\ # JL 




R . 

-But hush; no more, 

Lords bowing; they stand \ Macbet h, Lady 
Macbeth, imth« inaia hct^ fvau: / Tables 

sian( * R> R QSSB,- S e - YTON j- 
r- fill i(p~ stcige back-arid jy groups — Lady 

.w?™ 1 mith - ^Mr - L a d ies-i r as Macbeth is 

jKGZit w4> th" Banqh qt*— Gu i -c ^ 

OP fl o u rish* 

if fchldbeS^S?' H " e ’ S ° ur chief gue 


1 1 j-3uL0L*^t^ (U/yn-JL4 /"ice. 

7?,e.^ 

AtC, 







JOU2«LA -e* 
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i 


£c 


Macb. To-night we hold a solemn supper, sir, 

And I’ll request your presence. 

Ban. Let your highness 
Command upon me ; to the which, my duties 
Are with a most indissoluble tie * — r— 

Forever JTZ^X, fe-j .TrV s 

Macb. Ride you this afternoon? i 
Ban. Ay, my good lord. 

Macb. We should have else desired your good advice 
(Which still hath been both grave and prosperous,) 

In this day’s council; but we’ll take to-morrow; 

Is’t far you ride? 

- Ban. As far, my lord, as will fill up the time * 

’Twixt this and supper : go not my horse the better 
I must become a borrower of the night, 

For a dark hour or twain. 

Macb. Fail not our feast. 

Ban. My lord, I will not. ( Crosses to iAA 

REA©¥ {louw-uh. 

r M acb. We hear, our bloody cousins are bestowed 
"RTEngland, and in Ireland ; not confessing 
Their cruel parricide, filling their hearers 
With strange invention : But of that to-morrow ; 

When, therewithal, we shall have cause of state, 

Craving us jointly. Hie you to horse : Adieu, n 
Till you return at night. Goes Fleance with you 
B AN if\Ay> my good lord ; as ccc fitting- fur ther 

•Oftyfcvs , ""thus - r emmdi ng the Kwig - o f ” - h is -’ pt * ese tied) our 
time does call upon us. 

Macb. I wish your horses swift, and sure of foot ; 

And so I do commend you to their backs. 

Farewell. — r ^ 

jSxeunt, Banquo and Flea nce, ( . 

Let every man be master of his time 

Till seven at night : to make society 

The sweeter welcome, we will keep ourself 

Till supper- time alone: while then, Heaven be with you ! 

Exeunt Lady Macbeth jxnd ladies and 

A&S*,.. Gi" d Q&t+f" l&h SeVXUN — clO 'S- OS -' and IS ~ 

ltcL\ tt riwtfc . Uku- 1^-. 



£ 



Lord. 
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Sirrah a word /.Attend those men our pleasure ? 

Sey’. They are, my lord, without the palace gate. 

Macb. Bring them before us. — 

Exit Seyton, tC* 

■■■ ■ 

To be thus, is nothing : — 

But to be safely thus : — Our fears in Banquo 
Stick deep:- C . 

He chid the sisters, 

When first they put the name of King upon me, 

And bade them speak to him ; then, prophet-like, 

They hailed him father to a line of kings : 

■ my ., head - th e y - pf ft eeda fr - uifrl e so er e w a, 

And put-fr . barren s ceptre in my gri p e , 

T honQQ4o - be * wrenched with - an unlinoal -^ aand , 

N o con " of - min -e^ sueeced -t og . If it be so, 

For Banquo’s issue have I filed my mind ; 

For them, the gracious Duncan have I murdered ; 

Put rancours in the vessel of my peace 

Only for them ; and mine eternal jewel 

Given to the common enemy of man 

To make them kings — The seed of Banquo kings ! — 

Rather than so, come, Fate, into the list, 

And champion me to the utterance 'JL Who’s there ? 

Enter_SEYTON« wi t h two st an d i^gdown stage \ 

Now to the door, and stay there till we call. 

( S e xIP . n and exijjQf 4 

* Was it not yesterday we spoke together ? /) 

1.1 It was, so please your highness. 

Macb. Well, then, now, 

Have you considered of my speeches ? 

Do you find J . 


JU*. ' 


Your patience so predominant in your nature, 

To^ra v U fn a ?v,^ et ^ j ** Are y° u so gospelled 

WBncp^. r u S man > and for his issue, 
Whose heavy hand hath bowed you to the erave 
And beggared yours forever ' 7 g ’ 


jeggared yours forever ? v \ A 



w-iPockloGCi what 





JElc. — 

/^— /hccdl*. £*a^ f &UZsJ&U) K 

J &b iiyujcsix) , &*-JuisdLo C?*— «2-*0 oc).^al, 

Re, 














MACBETH 


37 


jst Oeb. — A ad4-anofchcj 
So weary with disagtessTfugged with fortune 
That I wQiUd-sSFmy life on any chance ’ 

■ it, or bc -r id 011U . 

Macb. Both of you 
now Banquo was your enemy. 

Uist True, my lord. 

"^TSGcb. So is he mine ; and in such bloody distance 
That every minute of his being thrusts 

Against my near’st of life : and though I could 
Wit!) bare-faced power sweep him from my sight 
And bid my will avouch it, yet I must not, * 

For sundry weighty reasons. 

2 D Off. We shall, my lord. 

Perform what you command us — 
ist Off. Though our lives — 

Macb. Your spirits shine through you. Within this hour, 
at most, 

I will advise you where to plant yourselves ; 

Acquaint you with the perfect spy o’ the time — 

The moment on’t; for’t must be done to-night, 

And something from the palace ; always thought, 

That I require a clearness : And with him, 

To leave no rubs, nor botches, in the work, 

Fleance, his son, that keeps him company, 

Whose absence is no less material to me, 

Than is his father’s, must embrace the fate 
Of that dark hour : Resolve yourselves apart ; 

( They turn to each other consulting . .) 

I'll come to you anon. 

ist Off. We are resolved, my lord. 

Macb. I’ll call upon you straight ; abide within. 

■JLh 


Exeunt 

r- “ ‘ - 

It is concluded : — Banquo, thy soul’s flight, 
If it find heaven, must find it out to-night. 



Exit,- i~ .J UE j 

(So mtH m ange of scme ~ Jtcre m ^y" m €i\}thic in 
Enter Lad y Macbeth, as Queen , and Seyton, O 
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'".C Lady M. Is Banquo gone from court ? 

‘ "<Sey Ay, madam ; but returns again to-night. 

"Lady M. Say to the King, I would attend his leisure 

For a few words. 

Sey. Madam, I will. 



ie|\ \?,Lady M. Naught’s had, all’s spent, 
Where our desire is got without content : 




’Tis safer to be that which we destroy, 

Than, by destruction, dwell in doubtful joy. 

Enter Macbeth, l. i e. 

How now, my lord ? why do you keep alone, 

Of sorriest fancies your companions making, — 

Using those thoughts, which should indeed have died 
With them they think on ? Things without remedy 
Should be without regard : what’s done, is done.jf ♦ 

Macb. We have scotched the snake, not killed it; 

She’ll close, and be herself ; whilst our poor malice 
Remains in danger of her former tooth. 

But let 

The /rame of things disjoint, both the worlds suffer, 

Ere we will eat our meal in fear, and sleep 
In the affliction of these terrible dreams, 

1 hat shake us nightly : better be with the dead, 

Whom we, to gain our place, have sent to peace, 

Than on the torture of the mind to lie, x 
In restless ecstacy. Duncan is in his grave ; 

After life’s fitful fever, he sleeps well ; 

Treasoh has done his worst ; nor steel, nor poison, 

Malice domestic, foreign levy, nothing, a * * 

Can touch him further ! <&****, t») / K 

Lady M. Come on ; gentle my lord, 

Sleek o er your rugged looks ; ie bright and jovial * 

Among your guests to-night. ^ >, 

^EADY cha nge. 

Th^u know^ f scor P ions m i li^^ear'wi f e 'T* 

Lady M and his Fleance live. 

Macb. Ther^ m 1 nature, s copy’s not eterne. > 

Then be thou ion? ^ 0m ^ ort y et : ^ ie y are assailable. 4^/ 

h «“ "%* h t 1 ba ; b “ h «»» ^ 

fa j re, to black Hecate s summons, 


. /k L& ft , ‘feu. 



VUludf- . ’'/O-o oILaJQQ 9, Qsm r Om) fi-C f 9 , 

y_Jha_ "-ftS-c a? * £j$r 'yiFZJ&> ■^-8>c-c.*g« e g . (LSL~ 

to Q> 

^t L <£jLp g ^L_ J^g-C q.j 

-t-fic. , iZ 2 sjb %uaJL%T 



-^£c-C- JtCOoeg^ 




0"V> 



( n^ez&Ui- 

'^b Ch-*Z-Si 




yU-JjUULsij 


fac*.cjIf-\ 


x 3 XccA'^-^-f "j^-^ZSLf Cxy\^t^ ctM/zsi^Qy 

iL&A ’hutJ!)-, 

CJ^~ c>x^>o — QpnsC&QcSLs^ 


# 


A Cm- & 


/ 
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The shard-borne beetle, with his drowsy hums, 

Hath rung night’s yawning peal, there shall be done 
A deed of dreadful note. HjL ^ m _ 

Lady M. What’s to belief ' """" 
j. Macb. Be innocent of the knowledge, dearest chuck, 
Till thou applaud the deed.— Come, peeling 1 nidit. J 
Scarf up the tender eye of pitiful dajT* " h 

And, with thy bloody and invisible hand, 

Cancel, and tear to pieces, that great bond 

Which keeps me pale !— Light thickens; and the crow 

Makes wing to the rooky wood : 

Good things of day begin to droop and drowse, 

While night’s black agents to their prey do rouse. 

Thou mar veil’ st at my words : but hold thee still ; 

Ives by ill. 





CHANGE set* 






( 


1 Seeler (French) to seal, to close the eyes, 


MACBETH 



rv-p. AluiiUTTmilc ; ' but he doe's ns - i . i-a Jl y , 

So all men do, from hence to the palace gate,^ 

lDY change. 

Make it their walk. 

2d Off. A light, a light ! 
ist Off. 'Tis he. 

Enter Fleance, with a tore/, and Banquo, r. i e. 
Ban. It will be rain to-nigl 

Exeunt Fleance^z/z^ Banquo, l. i e. 

ist Off. Let it come d/rfwn. 

:eunt, l. i e. 
of swords, l.) 

Ban. ( within ). yOh, treachery ! Fly, good Fleance, fly, 
fly, fly ! 

Fle. {within / l). Murder ! murder ! murder ! 

Ban. {within, l.). Thou may’st revenge. — Oh, slave ! Oh, 
Oh, Oh ! {If its.) 

Reenter Officers. 

ist UtfF. Who did strike out the light ? 

2D Off. Was’t not the way ? 
ist/Off. There’s but one down ; the son is fled. 

2jj( Off. We have lost the best half of our affair. 

ISK-Off WpIIj IpJ^-flway, 


4 , 

Scene 'IflJ. — The Banqueting Room, in the Palace , at Forres ■ 

^^' Sanguel ft W pareltr 
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Macb. You know your own degrees, sit down : at first, 

And last, the hearty welcome. c*DC 1 jk , 

QnJP Rssse. Thanks to your maj^i^^ 

Macb. Ourself will mingle with society, 

And play the humble host : 

Our hostess keeps her state ; but in best time, 
r\ K We will require her welcome. 

/U^^r Lady M. Pronounce it for me, sir, to all our friends, 
"“~~~~For my heart speaks, they are welcome.£L04// bow.} 

Macb. See, they encounter thee withtheir hearts’ thanks : — J 
Both sides are even ; here I’ll sit i’ the midst. /p t 

Enter ist QsmoER, 1 e. M acbeth k&ms r ike Hh rme 

Be large in mirth; anon, we’ll drink a measure 
The table round. — ( To Of ficer. 'fr ieze 

There’s blood upon thy face. cL-cn* t/u CL , 

^SEPID ' dew 


•ist Off. ’Tis Banquo’s, then. 

Macb. Is he dispatched ? 
ist Off. My lord, his throat is cut ; that I did for him. 
Macb. Thou art the best o’ the cut-throats: — Yet he’s* 
good, 

That did the like for Fleance. \ 

ist Off. Most royal sir, 

Fleance is ’scaped. 

Macb. Then comes my fit again; I had else been perfect: 
Whole as the marble, founded as the rock ; 

As broad, and general, as the casing air ; 

But now I am cabined, cribbed, confined, bound in 
To saucy doubts and fears. — But Banquo’s safe? 

ist Off. Ay, my good lord ; safe in a ditch he bides, 

With twenty trenched gashes on his head ; 

The least a death to nature. 

Macb. Thanks for that r*— 

There the grown serpent lies ; the worm, that’s fled, 

Hath nature that in time will venom breed, 

No teeth for the present. — Get thee gone; to-morrow 
We’ll hear ourselves again. 1 ^.' 


j? /. 
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MACBETH 


^ Lady M. My royal lord, 

You do not give the cheer; the feast is sold. 

That is not often vouched ; while tis a making, 

’Tis given with welcome : Unified; we*e beet at-home : 
Pr om^hftm 3,0 1 meat is oe remQfty , 

■ wore-bate withfiwfrftt. 

/ r Macb. Sweet remembrancer ! 

Now good digestion wait on appetite* 

\nd health on u ~ aX ' 

[a 


gestion wait on appetite, a v j 

>n both. * _ /> VjiKVcctJU, v4* MA, 

.j^it please y^^S^ ess ^ slt ~ 

Eacl^ch^acter rises on a ddressing King .) 
v \ -■ 

Macb. Here had we now our country’s honour roofed, 


Were the graced person of our Banquo present, 

Whom I may rather challenge for unkindness, 

Than pity for mischance ! — vUtlx/uTto' — 

Rosse. His absence, sir, " ~ ~ 

Lays blame upon his promise. Please it your highness 
To grace us with your royal company ? 

Macb. The table's full. C\ 

Len. Here is a pkce reserved, sjr. 

Macb. Where? ^,< 2 - 7 . oL* 


Ice 



Len. Here, my good lorcTT (The blood-stained ghost of 
Banquo iatwerf 0 »a f occupies the vacant chair,') 


What is't that moves your highness ? *£7 
Macb. (,r«W itqw). Which of you have done this ? 

Len. What, my good lord ? 

Macb. Thou canst not say I did it ; (Banquo shakes his 
head') never shake 

Thy gory locks at me. * 

Rosse. Gentlemen, rise : his highness is not well. OlL$ AX^Ol 


(A?L.^^Jh^J^dsiMQt. deave their place s. All sit at the Queen ' s 

request, Seytqn leads: tk.^ yryn+if? from l. u. E . Vi l Zt 

If on A 9 f ta ble pouri?ig_ out wine so t h at the quests do not 

see M acbeth. The Queen keefls the Lords and Ladies 

engaged.) “ 

J fr ^it, wor thy friends : — my lord is often thus, ~l-to Ci 

^ een from y° uth i *P ra y you, keep seat ; JPV t* f 3 
he fit is momentary • upon a thought, ^ *■*---< ' • 1 1 


c 


IP 


4 ! 


-f) 







§ 1^ t-M^ ^ b 






_ It? 

f%Utr fe £7 Qoujjl / 

cry*5t7 c*yj3-xla^ — * 

%Ce^O~t ft«vO C^s JL fa AO? Azjy^, 

t<j® - tZcAi^ *^Zs-Qjut-g I. t 

1 j U-xdL- C.J . OLfiA^ VT/LO^i Cr*. r _ 

kcJL t^j a-c^e) « 

^ Be* 



^ ^^}lt' QUfy*sz-i 




V 
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He will again be well : If much you note him, 

You shall offend him, and extend his passion. 

■£ eed , and reg ard him not. ^-( Aawwg. ike- cr 0es f 0 

. , Macbe ™') fie you a man ? 7p ^ 

Macb. Ay, and a bold one, that dareBoFoifthTr 
Which might appal the devil. 

Lady M. Oh, proper stuff ! 

This is the very painting of your fear ; 

This is the air-drawn dagger, which, you said, 

Led you to Duncan. Oh, these flaws, and starts, 

Impostors to true fear, would well become 
A woman’s story, at a winter’s fire, 

Authorised by her grandam. Shame itself ! 

Why do you make such faces ? When all’s done, 

You look but on a stool. 

Macb. Pr’ y thee, see there ! {Pointing to Banquo) behold ! 
look ! lo ! — How say you ? — 

Why, what care I? If thou canst nod, speak, too.— 

If charnel-houses, and our graves, ( Ghost of Banquo going 
K? § e.) m ust send ~ * 

Tho'se that we bury, back, our jnonumente, ^ m [' 

Shall be the maws of kites. 




Exit Ghost , Q » 

Lady M. What ! quite unmanned in folly ! 

Macb. If I stand here, I saw him. 

Lady M. Fie, for shame ! ( Returns to the throne .) 

Macb. Blood hath been shed ere now, i’ the olden time 
Ere humane statute purged the gentle weal ; 

Ay, and since, too, murders have been performed 
Too terrible for the ear ; the times have been, 

That when the brains were out, the man would die, 

And there an end ; but now, they rise again, 

With twenty mortal murders on their crowns, 

And push us from our stools ! Thisis more strange 
T han such a murder is. ( Crosses , ft) 

J&LadyM. My worthy lofar - ^^ 

" Your noble friends do lack you. . - — . — f 


Macb. I do forget 
Do not muse at me, my most worthy friends ; 

I have a strange infirmity, which is nothing 
To those that know me. Come, love and health to 
Then I’ll sit down : — Give me some wine, fill full. 







UX>. /Z 
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(Seyton pours out wine an d pre se nts it t o M acb eth. ) 

and lo a d ed, 

ft e fe - t q 

/, I drink to the general joy of the whole table, 

And to our dear friend Banquo, whom we miss ; * / 

Would he were here ! to all, and him, we thirst, v 

£ ♦ Avaunt ! and quit my sight ! Let the earth hide thee ! 

Thy bones are marrowless, thy blood is cold ; 

Thou hast no speculation in those eyes n f] 

Which thou dost glare with ! SiMc * t 

Lady M. Think of this, good peers, 

But as a thing of custom : ’tis no other ; 

Only it spoils the pleasure of the time. 

Macb. What man dare, I dare : 

Approach thou like the rugged Russian bear, 

The armed rhinoceros, or the Hyrcan tiger, 

Take any shape but that, and my firm nerves 

Shall never tremble. Or, be alive again, V 

And dare me to the desert with thy sword ! 

If, trembling, I inhibit thee, protest me 
The baby of a girl^Hence, horrible shadow ! 

Unreal mockery, hence !— tfExit Ghost . r. i e.« Macbeth fo l - 
T"« lowing M ffoidwr.') Why so : being gone, 

I am a man again. 

r BEADY 1 thundoi* lighta io g * 

Lady M. You have displaced the mirth, broke the good 

/Ts ^ With most admired disorde rAr ^ tyU &xd^L 
/Cc^ iMacb. Can such things be," r 

And overcome us like a summer’s cloud, 
ithout our special wonder? You make me strange 
Even to the disposition that I owe, 

When now I think you can behold such sights, 

And keep the natural ruby of your cheeks, 


Wi • 1 luu y your cneeks, ^ ^ 

When mine are blanched with fear.-f-T^ <£C- . 

( » ^Rosse. What sights, my lord ? 





worse 


and 




/r? 






0tCccJ)~. 


irvx 
G-WT^c/Vl 


Jj f\i CccJi-, <Ut, <^c Si ~ 

E*H^v«£je 

' [&Q-*. — i~ C , — V- /©: 

^ "**■ 'T 

1 n **-&ot *b ^k. Tdy* ££zjj<) 

Ltr „ a ir**^ ei<^>. 

- f“f?- &^ ****- + /0W6, UOkajL.' 

(j Lt ^ L ^ Ct\*u. OzXariZt) tt-<riJl$U A > 

— " KSkoI U- Scn/r- Olivia- ccXz^f) L 

^^Ju., iIa Ej, ^kJu .— 

(SL*J3b i 
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atones nave ueen Known to move, ana trees to speak ; 

Augurs, and understood relations, have 
By magot-pies, and choughs, and rooks, brought forth 
The secret’st man of blood J^What is the night ? 

T * ™ M. Almost at odds with morning, which is which. JJ ♦ 


^reat bidding ? 

Lady M. Did you send to him, sir ? 

Macb. I hear it by the way ; but I will send : 

There’s not a one of t hem, but in his house n C* 

I keep a servant fee’d.-fd will to-morrow, 

(Betimes I will,) unto the weird sisters : 

More shall they speak ; for now I am bent to know, 

By the worst means, the worst : For mine own good, 

All causes shall give way : I am in blood 
Stepped in so far, that, should I wade no more, 

Returning were as tedious as go o’er. ‘A- 

Lady M. You lack the season of all natures, sleep. 
j^Macb. Come, we’ll to sleep : My sti 1 1 

Is the initiate fear, that wants hard use : 

We are yet but young in deed. 


tmd "/#/-Lady Macbetii sfmks mxt Unify 



A kind good night to all ! 

Exeunt alfdut Kins' and “ Queen. 





How say’ st thou, that Macduff denies his person 




CHANGE set. 


T T^HTS ^irn — 



MACBETH 


__ nTPr( _ rnll „ t baldamoij) aa you-ar - e - 

Saucy^ancT overbold ? How did you dare 
To trade and traffic with Macbeth, 

In riddles, and affairs of death ; 

While I, the mistress of your charms, 


READY change^ no whistle* 


The close contriver of all harms, 

Was ‘never called to bear my part 
Or show the glory of our art ? 

But make amends now : Get you gone, 

And at the pit of Acheron 
Meet me i’ the morning ; thither he 
Will come to know his destiny. — 

Your vessels and your spells provide, 

Your charms, and everything beside^ 

I am for the air ; this night I’ll spei 
Unto a dismal, fatal end. 

(Spirits without , 
ist Spir. Hecate, Hecate, /Hecate ! Oh, come away ! 


Hec. Hark ! I am calle 
Sits in a foggy cloud, and w> 

2D Spir. Hecate, Hec 
Hec. I come, I come,/with 
Where’s Stadlin ? 


my little spirit, see, 
its for me. 

Hecate ! Oh, come away ! 
all the speed I may. — 

RING curtain* 


3D Spir. Here; — y 
Hec. Where’s Pufckle? 

4TH Spir. Here/— 

5th Spir. An<yHoppo, too, and Hellwaine, too ; 

1*r.nnt hnu.yrm htp w^nf-Jhnt yiau-. 

CHANGE without whistl< 

{Chorus ofjN itches discovered , r. and L., with whole stage c 
clouds . Car in centre with small child in it .) 

CHORy Come away, make up the count. 

Hec^ With new fall’n dew, 

Fronyhhurch-yard yew, 

1 ’ noi ?t, and then I mount. 

" Wh yt hm* rtny’st ca - leagy Tmu se. ' * 
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Ifec. — T o ll me,- S pirit, tell what newt 
2D Spir. All goes fair for our dehglit. 

Hec. Now I’m furnished for tharlight. 

( Places hersftf in her car .) 

Now I go, and now I fly, 

Malkin, ray sweet spirit/Snd I. 

Oh, what a dainty pleasure's this, 

To s^fl in the air, 

While the moon shines fair, 

To sing, to toyf to dance and kiss ! 

Over woods/nigh rocks, and mountains, 

Over seas^ur mistress' fountains, 

Over sj^eples, towers, and turrets, 

We fly by night 'mongst troops of spirits. 

jtORi — W - e-% by - n ight 'mongst treopo- e f opirit s. 

the S uiniTD mc rt td -vt t f v ' the air .) 


Tst GURTAIfVt - feell t take 

?A C r TTR T A TIM shoddy „ 


CTRTAIP C 



( The three Witches discovered^ 




<2 * ist Witch. Thrice the brinded cat hath mewed. 

2D Witch. Thrice : and once the hedge-pig whined. 
3D Witch. Harper cries, 'Tis time, 'tis time. 
ist Witch. Round about the cauldron go 
In the poisoned entrails throw. — tuJc 

OeO T&X* 


JU/> 




i* 15k 
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Tuad, Ilut-Ttrulti the, cold atone, 

Days i and rvightr hao thirty - on^ ; 

Sweltered venom, sleeping got, 

Boil thou first i’ the charmed pot. a 
All. Double, double, toil and trouble ; ojeSL^CA J 

Fire burn, and cauldron bubble. ~ . 

7L,2D Witch/, Fillet of a fonny mak e, , „ . /'/) j 

In the cauldr on- b or hmid - bake ; 

Eye of newt, and toe of frog^ < 7 / 9 

Wool of bat, and tongue of dog, 

Adder’s fork, and blind worm’s sting, 

Lizard’s leg, and owlet’s wing, 


For a charm of powerful trouble, 
Like a hell-broth boil and bubble. 



Set db. 

<$7)o > 


dlojvxjL 


3D Witch. Scale of dragon, tooth of wolf, 
Witches’ mummy ; maw and gulf 

Root of hemlock, digged i^Kne dark: 
Liver of blaspheming few; 

Gall of goat, and sji^s of yew, 

Silvered in th^rtfoon’s eclipse ; 

Nose of Tui#r and Tartar’s lips, 
FingerpfDirth-strangled babe, 
Difek^aelivered by a drab, 

teLthiclr and - skb ; 

Add thereto a tiger’s chaudron, 

For the ingredients of our cauldron. 
All. Double, double, toil and trouble; 

Fire burn, and cauldron bubble. 

ist Witch. Cool it with a baboon’s blood, 
Then the charm is firm and good. 



A 


And every one shall sharej^*e-gsms. 
And now abouyJte-^^ 
Like^dves ,, ^ndTairies in a ring, 

it . you puHn . 

Kn*o*n Witches. 




f in ii 
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~ MUSIC AND SONG fli C ^ 

Black spirits and white, ^ 

:£*& Q^"iCw Red spirits and vrev 

Mingle, mingle, mingle 
You that mingle may. 

Y o u must botr i n . 

C&g*t ~~ ^ ArouiTt ^ - around) around* abou fe yabgi 
All ill come running in, all good keep outj, 

4TH Spir. Here’s the blood of a 
Hec. Put in that, put in that. 

5th Spir; Here’s Libbara^^ram. 

Hec. Put in a grain. 

6th Spir. Here’s^utce of toad, and oil of adder ; 

These will makefh^charm grow madder. 

Hec. Puj>in all these ; ’twill raise a pois’ nous stench ; 
Hold- 4 i^s three ounces of a red-haired wench. 

^ m. Around, around, around, about, about; 

1 u rming-tiiT a ll guod Hreep-ettfr! 

J r Jim. By the pricking of my thumbs, 

Something wicked this way comes : — 

"ffrionr niiiiiimxi 

WARN trap* 

Qpon loekg, whoever kiiockj. 

Exeunt /yT7 bt*U mtim Witches 1 

Enter Macbeth, descending steps, l. u. e. lLo*U ' 

' Macb. How now, you secret, black, and midnight hags ; 
vVhat is’t you do ? 

B B LUE fifO ' y cadyy Rv * Ui E » 

All. A deed without a name. 

Macb. I conjure you, by that which you profess* 

Howe’er you come to know it, answer me 
To what I ask you. 

Demand £. J A 

3D Witch. We’ll answer. *r br /nl 

ist Witch. Say if thou d st rather hear it from our mouths, 


^ ^CeuS 


Or from our master’s ? 
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So 

Macb. Call them, let me see them. 
ist Witch. Pour in sow's blood, that hath eaten 
Her nine farrow : — Grease, that's sweaten 
From the murderer's gibbet, throw 
Into the flame. 

All. Come, high, or low ; 

Thyself, and office, deftly show. 

THUNDER. 

(First Apparition, an armed head . rises . /, 

Macb. Tell me, thou unknown power, — 
ist Witch. He knows thy thought; 

Hear his speech, but say thou naught. 

App. Macbeth ! Macbeth ! Macbeth ! beware Macduff ! 

T RAP feet -k 

Beware the Thane of Fife. — Dismiss me — enough. 

( Descends.) 

Macb. What'er thou art, for thy good caution, thanks. 
Thou hast harped my fear aright : But one word more — 

ist Witch. He will not be commanded : Here's another 

More potent than the first. 

- . THUND1 


(Second Apparition, a bloody child > rises.) 

App. Macbeth ! Macbeth ! Macbeth ! — 

Macb. Had I three ears, I'd hear thee. 

App. Be bloody, bold, and resolute : laugh to scorn 


The power of man ; for none of woman born 
Shall harm Macbeth. (Descends.) 

Macb. Then live, Macduff ; wfiat need I fear of thee ? 
But yet 1 11 make assurance doubly sure, 

And take a bond of fate : thou shalt not live : 

That I may tell pale-hearted fear it lies, 

a j i TRAP bel ly 

And sleep in spite of thunder. 






y't*/ >*-«_ — 

a-i <R_<5 ^c^X^’e .oa , _) 3ci_ ee j$> 


Cx-Qjzje^ ^lJL?_*o 




cT'*^ 42-'i-*c-cfc2£? 


9^-c>--e-LC Z^c j? g.o-^p (3 , 


'Tc^-t ozaju- 




1/1 ~$uL ji-^c> 


<~yt^-A^<!_ 'lo 






MACBETH 


51 


'Third Apparitj 


. Towned r with a hnur h ln 

Andrises.) 


What is this, 

That rises like the issue of a king, 

And wears upon his baby brow the round 
And top of sovereignty ? 

App. Listen, but speak not to’t. 

All. Be lion-mettled, proud ; and take no care 
Who chafes, who frets, or where conspirers are : 

Macbeth shall never vanquished be, until 
Great Birnam wood to high Dunsinane hill 

Shall come against him. (Descends.) 

Macb. That will never oe : 

Who can impress the forest, bid the tree 

Unfix his earth-bound root? Sweet bodements ! good ! 

Yet my heart 

Throbs to know one thing : Tell me, (if your art 
Can tell so much,) shall Banquo’s issue ever 
Reign in this kingdom ? 

All. Seek to know no more. 

m) 

Macb. I will be satisfied : deny me this, 

And an eternal curse fall on you ! — 

THUNDER-— Sink Cauldron* 

Let me know, 

WI LD music under stag e* 

Why sinks that cauldron ? 

And what noise ^ this ? / t „ 

r(m/l de,r/k 

LIGHT BLUE fire feel iind flats ; 
«aad-o pcn cave slow ly* 

ist Witch. Show ! 

READY Apparitionsidfe * U* 

2D Witch. Show ! - T- - MW- - 

3D Witch. Show ! 

All. Show his eyes, and grieve his heart ; 

Come like shadows, so depart. 
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/'First Apparition appears. AH ■Wweii EO i> a $ s™#ou n dr-iM 
'•* i' h t i 'n 'i f rrTn i ? ~T' i fftrFnTir Theii the abpa - 

Titions of the rest of the eight Kings, the last with gl ass 
Jil h Ts hand and Banouo passes across front al, u. £ to 

ffpLJ.) " 

Macb. Thou art too like the spirit of Banquo ; down ! 
(Second Apparition) 

Thy crown does sear mine eye-balls ; — and thy hair, 

Thou other gold-bound brow, ( Third Apparition) is like the 
first : — 

A third is like the former: — Filthy hags, ( Fourth Appa ri- 
-tion) * 

Why do ye show me this? — A fourth? Start, eyes ! — (Fifth 
Apparition) 

What ! will the line stretch out to the crack of doom ? (Sixth 
Apparition^ 

Another yet ? ( Seventh Apparition) A seventh ? — I’ll see 
no more : — ( Eighth Apparition^ 

And yet the eighth appears, who bears a glass, 

Which shows me many more. 

THUN DER, 

Enter Banquo, — The Witches vanish, ffl 

Horrible sight ! — Now, I see, ’tis true; * 

For the blood- boltered Banquo smiles upon me, 

And points at them for his. — What 1 io - thlo go - ? 

THUNDER, eg cave; -.put otnUtirgi 

Where are they ? J> Gone l ^5 ! LeS&rs pernicious hour 
Stand aye accursed in the calendar ! — 

Come in, without, there ! V* 

^ Enter Seyton.j^* "^ u. e. 

Qi Sey. What’s your grace’s will? 


Macb. Saw you the weird sisters ? 

Sey.^JNo, my lord. 

MacbV Came they not by you ? 

Sey. No, indeed, my lord. 

a ^fected be the air whereon they ride, 

And damned all those that trust them ! — I did hear 
1 he galloping of horses : Who was’t came by ? 


READY change. 




i- n^ ~h- 

OCJLS. 


♦ 
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Sey. 'Tis two or three mv irwi u • 

Macduff is fled to England. ’ nn & ^ 0U worc * 

Macb. Fled to England ? , n , . 

Sey. Ay, my good lord. ^ 

TB M fl CB B, Tlme ’ th ° U ant . icl pSFiTmy dr4d exploK^* 

The flighty purpose never is o’ertook H ' 

Unless the deed go with it : From this moment 

The very firstlings of my heart shall be 

The firstlings of my hand. And even now 

To crown my thoughts with acts, be it thought and rW . 

The castle of Macduff I will surprise ; g d d 

Seize upon Fife ; give to the edge o’ the sword 

His wife, his babes, and all unfortunate souls 

That trace his line. No boasting like a fool ; 

This deed I'll do, before this purpose cool.—* / f 

Where are these gentlemen ? 


feKJHT£rup* 


"vnr turns up stag e* 


Sc ene II .— The Country —in England. 

jS p -jp* ^ 

I Lai jl ! Mal. Let us seek out some desolate shade, and there 
~^Weep our sad bosoms empty. 
i Macd. Let us rather 
[old fast the mortal sword, and, like good men, 

Bestride our down-fall’n birthdom ; Each new morn 
New widows howl ; new orphans cry ; new sorrows 
Strike Heaven on the face, that it resounds 
As if it felt with Scotland, and yelled out 
Like syllables of dolour. 

Wh - afr-you have opokoi it mcty-b a -s or - E gi 

This tyrant, whose sole mm Q hlisWr-fl^if 1 
Was once thpngku lim wij.l y..n Ii^vp loved him well ; 

" ftet" touched 1 you wyet. 

Macd. I am not treacherous. 

Mal. But Macbeth is. 

A good and virtuous nature may recoil, 

In an imperial charge. 
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Macd. I have lost my hopes. 

Mal. Perchance, even there, where I did find my doubts. 
Why in that rawness left you wife and child, 

Those precious motives, those strong knots of love, 

Without leave-taking ? — I pray you, 

Let not my jealousies be your dishonours, 

But mine own safeties : — You may be rightly just, 

Whatever I shall think. 

Macd. Bleed, bleed, poor country ! 

Great tyranny, lay thou thy basis sure, 

For goodness dares not check thee ! 

Fare thee well, lord : 

I would not be the villain that thou think’st, jl. 

For the whole space that’s in the tyrant’s grasp 
^nd^thwidi'EA^l 10 bffot. 

Lcpeak - nofr ' as * irrafos o hi fe e -fear of" y ou. 

I think our country sinks beneath the yoke ! 

It weeps, it bleeds ; and each new day a gash 
Is added to her wounds ; I think, withal, 

There would be hands uplifted in my right : 

And here, from gracious England, have I offer 
Of goodly thousands : But for all this, 

When I shall tread upon the tyrant’s head, 

Or wear it on my sword, yet my poor country 
Shall have more vices than it had before ; ’ 

More suffer, and more sundry ways than ever, 

By him that shall succeed. Ifa ot-c 
Macd. What should he~be? 

Mal. It is myself I mean : in whom I know 
All the particulars of vice so grafted, 

That, when they shall be opened, black Macbeth 
Will seem as pure as snow ; and the poor state 
Esteem him as a lamb, being compared 
With my confineless harms. 

Macd. * f Not in the legions 
Of horrid hell can come a devil more damned 
In evils, to top Macbeth. 

M'lV B n * ■ I grai 

Luxurious, avaricioiis<false, deceitful : 

But ther none, 

In mji>vt5fuptuousness. 

*¥rrhr)fl T power, T flhnnld 


f 










\ {ThaJ 


jcJLM&tJt*) 

9 Ji^uh 


cnjyt 
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f{ g(Wfrtfo e - SWe et milk -o f - f^ nniv l i* n t n fa n 

' rT - fpro^r th^ Tiffl^Ftn - 1 prn . n iTj rrm f ui u^l * 

«A11 unity- o,rue?fffrh». 

Macd. Oh, Scotland ! Scotland ! «*m; 

Mal. Ifsuch a one be fit to govern. SDeak 
^ y Macd. Fit to^overn ! ^ 

^But not to live !-30h, nation miserable, 

With an untitled tyrant bloody-sceptred 
When shalt thou see thy wholesome days again 
Since that the truest issue of thy throne * 

By his own interdiction stands accursed, 

And does blaspheme his breed ? — Thy royal fathq 

Wriir .n—taamf j f|-|p fpipp r^ fl-taf- th(iC 

Q > ftener nponhor kne e a ■t tei r mi ha * 1 
J ^iod - e v ery ~ 4fl-y she liv od Fare thee well ! 

These evils, thou repeat’st upon thyself, 

Have banished me from Scotland^Oh, mv breast 
Thy hope ends here ! •V'feP.'S ’ 

1/ Mal. Macduff, this^i^le ^ssmn, 

Child of integrity, hath from my soul 
Wiped the black scruples, reconciled my thoughts 
To thy good truth and honour, ^dlioh Macbafr, 

traine, hath - e e ught to win-m^ 

Into his power ; and modest wisdom plucks^de 
' From over-credulous haste : But HeavWabove 

Deal between thee and me ! for 

I put myself to thy direction, am 
Unspeak mine own detraction^here abjure 
The taints and blames I l^kfupon myself, 

For strangers to my m 
What I am truly, 

Is thine, and my^poor country’s, to command : 

Whither, imj^ed, before thy here-approach, 

Old Siwp*{f, with ten thousand warlike men, 

All rpaffy at a point, was setting forth : 

we’ll together, and the chance of goodness, 

!^Why are you silent ? c y 
Macd. Such welcome and unwelcome things at once 
yTis ^ ar( ^ t0 rec o nc de. — See, who comes here ? 

Mal. My countryman ; but yet I know him not. 

Enter Rosse, l. i e. 
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? Mal. I know him now : Good Heaven, betimes remove 
The means that make us strangers ! 

^ t Rosse. Sir, Amen. 
a r Macd. Stands Scotland where it did ? 

— Rosse. Alas, poor country ! 

Almost afraid to know itself ! It cannot 
Be called our mother, but our grave ; where nothing, 

But who knows nothing, is once seen to smile ; 

Where sighs, and groans, and shrieks that rend the air, 

Are made, not marked : wJm ar vieifent s o rrow c eemo 

: the dead man’s knell 

Is there scarce asked, for whom ; and good men’s lives 
Expire before the flowers in their caps, 

Dying, or ere they sicken. 

Macd. Oh, relation, . - 

Too nice, and yet too true ! 

Mal. What is the newest grief? 

Rosse. That of an hour’s age doth hiss the speaker \ 

Each minute teems a new one. 

Macd. How does my wife ? 

Why, well. 

And all my children ? 

Well, too. 

The tyrant has not battered at their peace ? 

No j they were all at peace when I did leave them. 
Be not a niggard of your speech \ how goes it ? 

im . , T , When \ came hither t0 transport the tidings 
Whi c h I have heavily borne, there ran a rumour 
Of many worthy fellows that were out \ 

Which was to my belief witnessed the rather, 

For that I saw the tyrant’s power a-foot : , ft/i r\ 

Now is the time of help ; your eve in Secon d /A CO( 
Would create soldiers, make our women fight,’" ^ ' 

To m“ lh iS ^ 

We a re coming thither : gracious England hath 
Lent us good Siward, and ten thousand men : - ■ . 

An older, and a better soldier, none 
1 hat Christendom gives out. 

Rosse. Would I could answer 
This comfort with the like ! But I have words 
That would be howled out in the desert air 
Where hearing should not latch them. 


Rosse. 
Macd. 
Rosse. 
Macd. 
Rosse. 
Macd. 
Rosse. 


4 
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Jfc& C t — ™ <U&- C£ Ci-£_-d t5> 

^f-zPlo^ TPc/Xls, 


>b j CcAls^J? . 
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Macd. What concern they ? 

* The general cause ? or is it a fee-grief 
Due to some single breast ? 

Rosse. No mind, that’s honest, 

But in it shares some woe : though the main part 
Pertains to you alone. F 

Macd. . If it be mine, 

Keep it not from me ; quiclETyTet me have'Tt. ^ ^ . 

Rosse. Let not your ears despise my tongue forever 
Which shall possess them with the heaviest sound 
That ever yet they heard. ^ O C l) O 

Macd. Humph ! I guess at it. Gtej/) Zs JC P 

Rosse. Your castle is surprised ^your wlf~and babel — ~ ~= s ' 
Savagely slaughtered f to relate the manner, 

Were, on the quarry of these murdered deer, 

T °mal. 

What, man ! ne’er pull your hat upon your brows ; 

Give sorrow words : Jhe grief, that does not speak’ 

Oh- Ct-Cr) - «■ 

— " L ~ WAR N curtain. 

Whispers the o’erfraught heart, and bids it break. 

/) . T\/T a T v/T.. l- f] _ pv v /n 


t, ana bids it break, 
rvants. all / 



That could ; be found. 

Macd. And I must-be from Ihence * 
y wife killed, too 
Rosse. I have said. 

Mal. Be comforted : 

Let s make us med’cines of our great revenge, 

.To cure this deadly grief. , Q . 

Q ' Macd. He has no children. — All my pretty ones 
gVid you say, all ?— Oh, hell-kite ! — All ? #Z-cL- te 
^What, all my pretty chickens, and their dam, a . 


A * ° ne fel i swoop? icU^ 
O - Mal. Dispute it like a m 


4 


Macd. I shall do so ; 

I must also feel it as a man : 




They were all struck for thee ! naught that 


am, 
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Not for their own demerits, but for mine, 

Fell slaughter on their souls ! 

• Mal. Be this the whetstone of your sword : let grief 
' Convert to anger ; blunt not the heart, enrage it. 

Q » Macd. Oh, I could play the woman with mine eyes, 

And braggarts with my tongue^ — But, gentle 


■ L O wlLU lil y 

„ vC 

Cut short all intermission ; front toTronF 


snuri an iincuuibbiun , huiil w uum // rj ^ / 

v firing thou this fiend of Scotland and myself ; 


set him ; if he scaper~ IT 

Ex 6UH% R r 

RING curtain* 



I 

* 




< ACT V 



at Dun - 


stnane. 




f 


LIGHTS half down* Wt4JL 

Tmm ' I II Mil. 7 

, Iftnftor - Gentlewoman and Physician, < 

♦ v f Phy. I have two nights watched with you, but can perceive 


no truth in your report. When was it she last walked ? 





Q Gent. Since his majesty went into the field, I have seen 
her rise from her bed, throw her night-gown upon her, unlock 




her closet, take forth paper, fold it, write upon it, read it, after- 
wards seal it, and again return to bed ; yet all this while in a 
most fast sleep. 

Phy. What at any time have you heard her say ? 

Gent. That, sir, which I will not report after her. 

Phy. You may to me; and ’tis most meet you should. 

Gent. Neither to you, nor any one ; having no witness to 
confirm my speecl^JJ-Lo you, here she comes ! This is her 
very U P on fast Asleep. Observe her ; stand 


i 
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E nter Lady Macbeth, with a tater. She enter .<• » 

~ S lid “ 

off R.. shu ddering 

andrememb eringjhe mghTof t he murder. Tradugli v Y a "<fl 

—The Gentlewoman and 

PhYS - ICIAN -^_ ?- » T - ey S £ > k ^wJm j'er. whtdT makTs 
.Lady Ma cbeth s Tow sepulchral tone more eff ective. 

Phy. How came she by that light ? 

Gent. Why, it stood by her : she has light by her con- 
tinually; 'tis her command. 

Phy. You see her eyes are open. T n \ \ V \ k 

Gent. Ay, but their sense is «Vmt 3 
Phy. What is it she does now ? Look, how she rubs her 
hands. *“ 

Gent. It is an accustomed action with her, to seem thus 
washing her hands ; I have known her continue in this a 
a quarter of an hour. r\ 

Lady M. Yet here's a spot. % 

Phy. Hark ! she speaks. ~ 

Lady M. Out, damned spot ! out, I say ! — One ; Two ; 

Why, then, ’tis time to do't ! — Hell is murky ! — Fie, my lord, 
fie ! a soldier, and afeard ? what need we fear who knows it, 
when none can call our power to account ? Yet who would 
have thought the old man to have had so much blood in him ? 

Phy. Do you mark that ? 

READY helme t , - sfat etd ? ■ i rtrnch coft 

Lady M. The Thane of Fife had a wife ; where is she 
now? — What, will these hands ne’er be clean ! — No more o 
that, my lord ; no more o' that : you mar all with this starting. 

READY change^ 

Phy. Go to, go to ; you have known what you should not. 

Gent. She has spoke what she should not, I am sure of 

that ; Heaven knows what she has known. 

Lady M. Here’s the smell of the blood still : all e per- 
fumes of Arabia will not sweeten this little hand. Oh . oh . on . 
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Phy. What a sigh is there ! The heart is sorely charged. 

Gent. I would not have such a heart in my bosom for the 
dignity of the whole body. 

Lady M. Wash your hands, put^on your night-gown : look 
— ""“not so pale : — I tell you vet again, Banquo’s buried : he cannot 
come out of his grave. % 

Phy. Even so. 

Lady M. (walks up c. listening off r. Crosses behind as 
if Macbeth were in front of her. iL'akeT tape r from table 
^without looking at it. E xit,ql. , (u-if-d ragging Macbeth pref 
nse/y a* in To bed, to bed : there’s knocking 

at the gate. Come, come, come, come, give me your hand : 
what’s done, cannot be undone : To bed, to bed, to bed. 


Exit, d 


Physician and Gentlewoman, r. u. e. 

■SlUTXi&xZu. CHANGE set. 






A Hall in the Castle at Dunsinane . 



FLOURISH of trumpets and 
~drt*ms till all enterecL 




Enter Soldiers. Officer s, and Macbeth, followed by three 

Lords, M E - 

% Macb. Bring me no more reports ; let them fly all : 

Till Birnam wood remove to Dunsinane. 

T * . • • « ' 


ryyjKjKj. 1 V.1UU V C tU LJ U llblllcllJ d, 

I cannot taint with fear. What’s the boy Malcolm ? 

Was not he born of woman ? The spirits that know 
All mortal consequences, have pronounced me thus: 
‘‘Fear not, Macbeth; no man, that’s born of woman, 
bhall e er have power on thee.”— Then fly, false Thanes, 
And mingle with the English epicures : 

The mind I sway by, and the heart I bear, 
bhall never sag with doubt, nor shake with fear. 

Enter 2D Office r, Jaf i 

The devil damn thee black, thou creanTfaced loon ! 
,Where S 0 * st thou that goose look ? 



I , ‘ ' 'f ty uJL 4 £t%Zg\^ 

c^jf/j- **+' c ^^fcfl^. 3 ei,A>n . 

>1 , ^\c^$ 'Sic , ?VA 



JU.* 2 ) infc ^7 Oh.aJU^Cr>^j. )<C^ U^jeJU. ihlvtcs^ 

dU>- 2 V — 

l yitfitSi fh 

'J^uQuu^ ha O^pAedtil 
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jt^cs 

jf. e 

ohaJ . 

~kcei&c* U^**i. l / %) ( y QeejQQ x^^hxXuauA 
J UY i<*S> 'tx^C^GLaSLu , %Jc. <LQt~ *-€j Q jLfi & fiLoUlc . 

L> (E-Cxx^eja, yiriZZii^A. !$<+ 
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2D Off. There are ten thousand — 

Macb. Geese, villain ? 

2D Off. Soldiers, sir. 

Macb. Go, prick thy face, and over-red thy fear 
Thou lily-livered boy ! What soldiers, patch ? ’ 

Death of thy soul ! those linen cheeks of thine 
Are counsellors to fear. What soldiers, whey-face ? 
2D Off. The English force, so please you. 

Macb. Take thy face hence. — 

tz f?. d ^OESS, ± JJ. k 

bey ton ! — -1 am sick 'at heart, 

When I behold — Seyton, I say ! — This push 
Will cheer me ever, or dis-seat me now. 

I have lived long enough : my way of life > 

Is fallen into the sear, the yellow leaf ; 

And that, which should accompany old age, 

As honour, love, obedience, troops of friends, 

I must not look to have : but, in their stead, 

Curses, not loud, but deep, mouth-honour, breath, 
Which the poor heart would fain deny, and dare not. 
Seyton ! — 

Enter Seyton, 2 e. 


t & Sey. What is your gracious pleasure ? 

~Macb. What news more ? 

Sey. All is confirmed, my lord, which was reported. 
Macb. I’ll fight, till from my bones my flesh be hacked. 
Give me my armour. 
a Sey. ’Tis not needed yet^ 

^^/ # Macb. I’ll put it on.- 


Qyrnt Qj-rmcU? ~ 


How does your patient, doctor 
Phy. Not so sick, my lord, 

As shews troubled with thick- coming fancies, 
That keep her from her rest. 
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, Macb. Cure her of that : t ' — 

anst thou not minister to a mind diseased ; ' ' 

Pluck from the memory a rooted sorrow ; 

Raze out the written troubles of the brain, 

And, with some sweet oblivious antidote, 

Cleanse the foul bosom of that perilous stuff, / r I 

Which weighs upon the heart ? 9 

Phy. Therein the patient 

RE ADY change. 

Must minister to himself. 

Enter SK¥TQNy - Rn« r s^ivundvam; ■ 

Macb. Throw ohysic to the dogs, I’ll none of it. *« 

i&ivig aae mjhtiteff : thuJ * — 

Seyton, send out:-^-( Exit Officer, r. 2 eD Doctor, the 
Thanes fly from me";— 

If thou could’ st, doctor, cast 
The water of my land, find her disease, 

And purge it to a sound and pristine health, 

I would applaud thee to the very echo, 

That should applaud again. — 

What rhubarb, senna, or what purgative drug, 

Would scour these English hence? — Hearest thou of them? 

Phy. Ay, my good lord ; your royal preparation 
Makes us hear something. & * 

Exit Physician, l. i e . 

£L. Macb. Bring it after me. — (CttcCb 1 tJ> C • 

I will not be afraid of death and l)ahe U 
Till Birnam forest come to Dunsinane. 

FLOURISH till Macbeth off. 


Exit Macbeth, r. 

mrnmmmmmmmmmmm mm u rnmdmmm* 



CHANGE set. 


Scene March. 

Enter Malcolm, Siward, Macduff. Lf.nox. Rqsse and 

Soldiers, l u. e. 

ENGLISH - mar c h tili - eol 

flourish to bring on officer. 



- -4 





CZJyji^gu^ 

jfc> c ^t / >t/>t^ C J*-Cf A^ajj 







!§sn<? IV- 


Macb. Hang out our banners 


on the outward walls : 



ma cbeth 

(? - Mal. Cousins, I hope the days are near r. j 
" That chambers will be safe. ar at ^and 

; Macd. We doubt it nothing. Ot. D 

, Siw. What wood is this before'lIs 1 p =S ''^ _ ^ A ^ J 
Len. The wood of Birnam 

. LeteverysoWier hew him down a bough 

And bear t before him; thereby shall we shadow 
The numbers of our host, and make discovery 

Err in report of us. READY 

Len. It shall be done. 

-Rosse We learn no other, but the confident tyrant 
Keeps still in Dunsmane, and will endure * 

Our setting down before’ t. 

Macd. ’Tis his main hope : 

For where there is advantage to be given, 

Both more and less have given him the revolt : 

And none serve with him but constrained things 
Whose hearts are absent too. S ’ 

Siw. Let our just censures 
Attend the true event, and put we on 
Industrious soldiership. 

M ’ Ae - Di Tho ' time ap p roaohea 1 , 

That will with due decision m^Je^ffiTknow 
What we shall say wejjay^and what we owe. 

Thoughts specj^aStifetheir unsure hopes relate ; 

strokes must arbitrate : 

Swards which ndvarirp the war 

’ MARCH till all of L 

Exeunt into the Wood , r. 


Wourtsh of Trumiets am 

FLOURISHtiHalUn. 
Enter Macbeth. Seyton. anT Attendants. C. 3 , 


FLOURISH. 
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The cry is still “ They come ” : — 


FLOURISH* 


Our castle’s strength 

Will laugh a siege to scorn : here let them lie, 

Till famine, and the ague, eat them up : 

Were they not forced with those that should be ours, 
We might have met them dareful, beard to beard, 
And beat them backward home. 9 ’KlA* 

What is that noise ? ^ V " 

% Sey. It is the cry of women, good my lord. 


To hear a night-shriek ; and my fell of hair 
Would at a dismal treatise rouse and stir 
As life were in’t : I have supped full with horrors ; 
Direness, familiar to my slaughterous thoughts, 
Cannot once start me. 


Wherefore was that cry ? O „ 

Sey. The queen, my lord, is dead. W &-****) 

(JUlexpre^ marram — Sqiiuitpq ) 

Macb. She should have died hereafter \ 

There would have been a time for such a word. 

To-morrow, and to-morrow, and to-morrow, 

Creeps in this petty pace from day to day, 

To the last syllable of recorded time 
And all our yesterdays have lighted fools 

vay t0 dusty death. Out, out, brief candle ! 

Due ^ but a walking shadow ; a poor player, 

That struts and frets his hour upon the stage 

And then is heard ho more ; it is a tale g ' 

Told by an idiot, full of sound and fury. 

Signifying nothing —{Pause . ) 

■ * 


Enter ist Officer, pale and noisily , his sword drawn. 

Thou comest to use thy tongue : thy story quickly. 




Exit Sey., l. 




Reenter Sbyton, l. i e. 









GU JD QuJt 'I 




ma cbeth 



But know not how to do’t. * 

Macb. Well, say, sir. 

ist Off. {h m eimg ) . As I did stand „ , , 

hill, 1 a m y w atch upon the 

I looked toward Birnara, and anon, methouaht 
The wood began to move. . gnt ' 

J , Macb. Liar and slave ! 

ist Off. Let me endure your wrath if ’t be not so 
Within this three mile may you see it coming • 

I say, a moving grove. 6 * 

Macb. If thou speak* st false, 

Upon the next tree shalt thou hang alive, 

Till famine cling thee : if thy speech be sooth, 

I care not if thou dost for me as much : 

( Officer goes » T'ho'Oth t / *s~crs J? ' hifu tht tidings Eirg pr l y 

I pull in resolution ; and begin, 

To doubt the equivocation of the fiend, 

That lies like truth 1 “ Fear not, 'till Birnam wood 

Do come to Dunsinane ; " and now a wood 

Comps toward Dunsinane. -^Arm, arm, and out ! 

If this, which he avouches^-does appear, 3 , 

There is nor flying hence, nor tarrying here. 

I 'gin to be a- weary of the sun, 

And wish the state o' the world were now undone. — 

Ring the alarum bell : (E«it » ^iireEflrR. Blow, wind ! 

come, wrack ! L&t gg jig c?>i 

At least we'll die with harness on our back ! ' ^ 





Scene V. — A Plain before. 




J 
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s; i 


\ Mal. Now near enough ; your leafy screens throw down, 

lDY chans re* 


And show like those you are You, worthy uncle, 

Shall, with my cousin, your right noble son, 

Lead our first battle : worthy Macduff, and we, 

Shall take upon us what else remains to do, 

According to our order. 

^Len. This way, my lords, the castle’s gently rendered. 

Siw. Do we but find the tyrant’s power to-night, 
set us be beaten if we cannot fight. 

, ^Macd. Make all our trumpets speak : 

TRUMPET flourish* then repea t 

l ii l Si MM 

march fr 

give them all breath, 

Those clamorous harbingers of blood and death. (Alarm s A 



-set*: 




^cen^VX— 

- FLOURISH till Macbeth on t G 
^ Enter Macbeth^ from the gates. jT* • 

f f Macb. They have tied me to a stake; I cannot fly, 

R - EA - DY cha n g e* 

But, bear-like, I must fight the course. “But swords I smile 
at, weapons Jaugh to scorn. Brandish’d by man that’s of 
a woman born.” What’s he, 

That was not born of woman ? Such a one 
Am I to fear, or none. (Alarums.) 




Exit, l. f 

r Macduff,|? a 

N OURISH , she^^ 

t f ^ ACI ?* , wa y .noise is : — Tyrant, show thy face ! 

hou be st slain, and with no stroke of mine, 
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My wife and children’s ghosts will haunt me still 
I cannot strike at wretched kernes, whose arms 
Are hired to bear their staves; either thou, Macbeth 
Or else my sword, with an unbattered edge, th ’ 

on his ktw* 


I sheathe again, undeeded. 

Let me find him, fortune ! ^ 

And more I beg not. (. Alarums .) JCujl* 





■ VII. 1 The - Gate j the ' CittfJe at Dunsiruif lt. 

Enter Macbeth tkrjmeh th,. pat,, 

Macb. Why should I play the Roman fool, and die 
On mine own sword ? whiles I see lives, the gashes 
^ go better upon them. ( Going to ej,. 

S ^/?M acd. Turn, hell-hound, turn. . v hou i, w iuJ . y tc 
Macb. Of all men else I have avoided thee : 

But get thee back, my soul is too much charged 
With blood of thine already. 

Macd. I have no words ; 

My voice is in my sword : thou bloodier villain 
■ Than terms can give thee out. (A/arums A 



rj 

i.Ca Macb. Thou losest labour^ 

s easy may’st thou the intrenchant 1 air 
With thy keen sword impress, as make me bleed : 
Let fall thy blade on vulnerable crests ; 

I bear a charmed life, which must not yield 
To one of woman born. 

• Macd. Despair thy charm ; 
hd let the angel, whom thou still hast served, 
Tell thee, Macduff was from his mother’s womb 


hotits, short. 


1 Not to be cut, indivisible. 
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Untimely ripped. 



Macb. Accursed be that tongue that tells me so, 
For it hath cowed my better part of man ! 

And be these juggling fiends no more believed, 

That palter with us in a double sense ; 

That keep the word of promise to our ear, 

And break it to our hope—I’ll not fight with thee<_ 


And live to be the show and gaze o’ the time : 
We’ll have thee, as our rarer monsters are, 
Painted upon a pole, and underwrit, 

“Here you may see the tyrant.” 

Magb. I will not yield, 

To kiss the ground before young Malcolm’s feet, 


And to be baited with the rabble’s curse ! J 
Though Birnam wood be come to Dunsinane, 

And thou opposed, being of no woman born, 

Yet I will try the last \ — 

Lay on, Macduff ! 

And damned be him that first cries, “ Hold ! enough.” 








(Retires towar ds the castle ga te.' w 
Macd. Then yield thee, coward, pC 


is He gate.' 

' feOll/y- jjJ^Ledol cb C 


READY curtain. 


[They fight.) 



FLOURISH. 


Enter all. 


RING curtain. 
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